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If  yon  need — Gas,  Oils  or  Accessories 
If  you  need — Battery  Charging  or  Repairs 
If  you  need — A  New  Battery 
If  your  Tires  need  Vulcanizing 
If  you  need — New  Tires 
If  you  need — Starter,  Generator  or 
Ignitition  Repairs,  go  to — 

JONES  BROS. 

Shell,  Union       Premier  Gasoline 
High  Grade  Lubricating  Oils 

and  Accessories  * 

Corner  Yates  &  Quadra  Streets        ::        Telephone  3714 


SPALDING 

Tennis,  Baseball  and 

all  Summer  Sporting  Goods 

Special  Prices  to  the 
Students 

Victoria  Sporting  Goods 

Company 

1010  Broad  Street       C.  V.  McCONNELL         Telephone  1285 


Fire!  Fire! 

In  the  city  with  its  buildings  as  nearly  fireproof  as  possible, 
with  splendid  fire-fighting  equipment,  with  hydrants  at  every 
corner,  and  its  network  of  streets  to  give  ready  access  .  .  .  . 

In  the  city,  nobody  takes  a  chance  with  fire.  The  person 
who  is  careless  with  fire  is  recognized  as  a  pest ;  the  person 
who  wilfully  sets  fire  is  looked  on  as  a  dangerous  criminal, 
and  everybody's  hand  is  against  him. 

In  the  woods,  there  are  thousands  of  acres  of  timber,  dry, 
resinous,  as  readily  combustible  as  a  powder  magazine. 

There  are  no  Fire-halls,  no  hydrants ;  the  fire-fighter  may 
have  to  draw  water  painfully,  drop  by  drop,  from  a  scanty 
creek,  or  he  may  have  to  fight  the  fire  without  water — fight 
it  with  shovel  and  mattock. 

To  reach  the  fire,  he  must  traverse  ravines,  scramble  over 
windfalls,  toil  up  mountain-sides,  packing  his  equipment  on 
his  back. 

Yet,  in  the  woods  people  are  still  careless  with  fire,  still 
throw  their  glowing  stubs  around,  still  leave  their  campfires 
alight. 

Ninety  per  cent,  of  our  Forest  Fires  are  caused  by  human 
agency.  The  people  responsible  for  them  are  rarely 
malicious — they  are  simply  thoughtless. 

If  they  would  be  only  just  as  careful  in  the  woods  as  at 
home,  our  annual  fire  losses  would  be  enormously  reduced. 


Prevent  Forest  Fires 

You  Can  Help 


Prizes  -  Trophies 
Shields 

You  will  find  an  extensive 
line  in  our  show  room  suit- 
able for  any  sporting  event. 

Inspection  Invited. 

Latest  Arrivals  from 
Europe: 

Byzante  Pottery  Ware 

These  are  splendid  articles  and 
make  suitable  wedding  presents 
See  our  Show  Windows. 


Little  &  Taylor 

Optometrists,  Jewelers  and 
Watchmakers 
Jewelry  Manufacturing  a  Specialty 
Watch  and  Clock  Repairing 

All  Work  Guaranteed 


1209   DOUGLAS  ST. 


Sayward  Block 


Member  Florists  Telegraph  Delivery 
Association 


The 

Posy  Shop 

WM.  PAUL,  Prop. 

Flowers  for  All 
Occasions 


613  Fort  Street  -  Victoria,  B.  C. 
Phone  1001      -     Night  Phone  5463  L 


C2J 


Women's  &  Misses' 

Suits,  Coats 
Fur  Coats 

Dresses  and 
Millinery 

Enquire  about  our 
12  payment  plan 

a 

Mallek's  Ltd: 

1212  Douglas  Street  -  Telephone  1901 


We  Feature  — 

Wahl 
Waterman  & 
Swan 

Fountain  Pens 
and  Pencils 

They  Lead  -  50c  &  up 


They're  Here! — The  Spring  Suits 
for  the  Younger  Men.  The  new  "Double 
Breasters,"  Smart  Single  Breasted  Models 

Popular  weaves  &  colors— %2b,  $29.50,  $32.50  &  up 

ALSO  SEPARATE  TROUSERS  IN  THE  POPULAR  WIDE  STYLES 

Price®  Smith,  Ltd.  6v„TS»rc 


' '  The  man  who  reads  is  the  man  who  leads 


Languages  History  Literature 
Philosophy  Mathematics 
Science 

We  carry  a  large  and  varied  stock  of  the  College 
Text- Books  listed  for  the  periods  1925-1926  at 
B.  C.  University  and  McGill  University,  Montreal 

LITCHFIELD'S  LIMITED 

Booksellers  Stationers 
1109  Government  Street    ::  Telephone  5736 


Compliments  of 

Columbia  Paper  Co.,  Limited 

Wholesale  Paper  Dealers 

and  Manufacturing  Stationers 
□ 

Makers  of  "COLUMBIA"  Quality  1     1  n    r>  jo 

Exercise  Books  and  Scribblers  141U  broad  btreet 


Victoria  College 

In  Affiliation  with  the  University 
of  British  Columbia 

Located  at  Victoria,  B.  C,  in  the  heart  of  the 
best  residential  section  of  the  city  —  provides 
exceptional  opportunities  to  students  taking 
the  first  two  years  of  the  Arts  Course,  the 
work  being  the  same  as  that  of  the  University. 

First  year  in  Arts  is  necessary  for  those 
intending  to  proceed  to  courses  in  Science 

□  □ 

BOARD  OF  SCHOOL  TRUSTEES 
VICTORIA,  B.  C. 
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Foreword 

It  is  my  privilege  to  prefix  to  the  College  Annual 
a  few  words  of  congratulation  to  you  on  the  completion 
of  another  Session  and  of  appreciation  of  your  work 
and  conduct  during  the  College  year  just  closing. 

The  reports  I  have  received  from  your  Professors 
on  your  progress  are,  on  the  whole,  very  satisfactory, 
and  I  feel  sure  that  the  results  of  your  written  examina- 
tions in  April  will  demonstrate  to  the  Faculty  and  your 
other  friends  that  your  time  spent  here  during  the  last 
seven  months  has  not  been  wasted. 

Twice  during  the  Session  you  have  met  the  Under- 
graduates of  the  University  of  B.  C.  in  Athletic  contests, 
the  Vancouver  students  having  visited  Victoria  in 
December,  1925,  and  the  Victoria  students  having  re- 
turned their  visit  in  February,  1926.  In  Vancouver  your 
teams  won  two  out  of  four  events,  as  shown  in  the 
Athletic  Reports  in  this  Annual.  This  is  the  more 
satisfactory  when  the  size  of  the  University  is  compared 
with  that  of  our  small  College.  But  the  value  of  an 
exchange  of  visits  with  our  parent  institution  is  not  to 
be  measured  by  success  on  the  Campus.  As  a  result  of 
these  visits  and  the  increasing  number  of  our  students 
who  proceed  to  degree  in  Vancouver,  I  see,  steadily 
growing,  a  strong  attachment  to  the  University,  and  a 
feeling  that  that  institution  is  really  your  Alma  Mater. 
If  I  am  correct  in  my  views  on  this  matter,  and  I  feel 
sure  I  am,  the  establishment  of  Victoria  College  here  has 
had  an  additional  justification,  as  nothing  can  be  more 
desirable  than  the  formation  of  bonds  of  friendship 
between  our  students  and  the  undergraduates  of  the 
University,  which  cannot  fail  to  strengthen  the  kindly 
relations  which  should  exist  between  the  two  great 
neighboring  cities  of  British  Columbia. 

EDWARD  B.  PAUL,  Principal. 
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Valedictory 

SPRING,  which  signifies  the  begin- 
ning of  so  much,  brings  us  to  the 
end  of  our  College  Year,  and  we 
of  Arts  '28  will  soon  cease  to  exist  as 
a  class. 

We  are  all  anxious  to  try  our 
fortunes  in  new  and  wide  fields,  yet 
there  is  not  one  of  us  but  will  regret 
leaving  Victoria  College,  where  we 
have  passed  so  many  pleasant  and 
beneficial  hours.  Our  studies  have 
broadened  our  outlook;  our  sports  have 
strengthened  our  sense  of  fair-play — 
surely  excellent  qualities  to  take  with 
us  into  the  world.  To  Dr.  Paul  and  the 
rest  of  the  Faculty  we  owe  a  debt  of 
great  gratitude  for  the  encouragement 
and  inspiration  they  have  given  us. 
Wherever  the  future  may  find  us,  it 
will  be  with  nothing  but  pleasure  that 
we  shall  look  back  to  the  days  spent 
at  Victoria  College. 
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u Dreams" 

*'~Y    was  on  a  high  hill,  uncle,  with  a  tree  standing  on  the  edge  that  had  only 
i     one  star  shining  between  its  branches.    I  felt  a  wonderful,  cool  breeze 
blowing  about  me.    How  I  should  love  really  and  truly  to  go  there." 
Brown-eyed  Uncle  Charlie  was  interested.    "Why  shouldn't  there  be  such  a 
place,  girlie?    You  know,  some  people  say  one's  mind  leaves  his  body  when  he's 
dreaming,  and  actually  visits  the  places  seen.    I'd  like  to  believe  that." 
"Oh !  so  should  I." 

Aunt  Mary  interrupted.  "What  a  primitively  superstitious  idea  to  put  into 
the  girl's  head.  You  say,  child,  you  felt  a  breeze ;  that  dream  was  evidently 
caused  by  the  window  being  open." 

I  shook  my  head  sharply.  I  was  somehow  indignant  with  her.  Why  should 
she  advance  so  practical  a  reason  for  so  wonderful  a  dream?  I  wanted  to  agree 
with  Uncle  Charlie.    Such  is  a  seven-year-old's  idealism. 

*    *    *  * 

I  find  that  such  idealism  still  persists  with  me  in  regard  to  dreams.  Since 
that  incident,  I  have  thought  much  of  dreams,  have  tried  to  analyse  them  and  their 
-causes,  and  have  read  much  on  their  psychology  ;  and  though  more  and  more  has 
my  common-sense  been  made  to  realize  that  Aunt  Mary  was  right,  and  that 
anything  representative  of  Uncle  Charlie's  views  is  not  reasonable  in  the  modern 
world's  opinion,  and  though  dreams  can  be  explained  so  plausibly  by  Freud,  I 
always  feel  that  the  wonder  of  them  "thrills  in  me  and  sings." 

So  it  is  that  the  psychologists  in  their  treatises  on  dreams  somehow  disappoint 
me.  They,  and  their  too  literal-minded  readers,  have  a  practical  reason  for  every 
form  of  vision.  Certain  dreams,  they  point  out,  are  caused  by  memories  stored 
in  the  "subconscious  mind"  ;  others  by  movements  and  sounds  near  the  sleeper's 
bedside — even  prophetic  dreams  result  naturally  from  some  anxiety  or  wish  that 
the  dreamer  has  been  harboring,  and  so  on.  Their  logic  seems  to  drown  out  the 
wonder  and  the  beauty;  they  don't  make  enough  allowance  for  the  "glory  and  the 
freshness  of  a  dream,"  and  are  like  those  disheartened  people  who  think  that  the 
theory  of  evolution  disproves  the  divine  creation,  whereas  it  only  serves  to  bring 
out  God's  omnipotence  all  the  more.  If  one  says  he  has  dreamed  of  walking  on 
a  volcano,  some  wise  person  will  remind  him  he  has  had  a  hot-water  bottle  in  his 
bed,  and  will  seek  to  discourage  him  if  he  wonders  over  the  dream  experience,  if 
he  is  even  a  little  thrilled  over  its  magnificence.  I  often  think  it  was  a  good  thing 
that  the  inspiration  of  Coleridge  did  not  meet  with  such  discouragement  when  he 
started  "Kubla  Khan",  nor  the  inspiration  of  Bunyan,  whose  "Pilgrim's  Progress" 
was  also  partly  caused  by  dreams,  as  was  Tartini's  "Devil's  Sonata"  and  Dante's 
"Inferno". 

To  speak  more  definitely  for  myself,  it  is  from  dreams  that  I  have  learned  to 
appreciate  much  of  the  world's  beauty  and  wonder  and  idealism.  There  is  a 
certain  intangible  quality  in  them  that  fascinates  my  imagination.  It  helps  me  to 
understand  the  wistfulness  of  an  Uncle  Charlie;  to  sympathize  with  the  eaeer 
romancing  of  a  child  ;  to  thrill  at  the  imager)'  of  a  poet ;  even  to  tolerate  the 
insistence  of  a  spiritualist,  and  to  like  very  much  the  clear-eyed  Irishman  who 
assures  me,  "There  are  fairies,  J  tell  ye;  I've  seen  them".  It  makes  me  want  to 
sing  with  Peter  Pan : 

"Dreams  so  soft,  so  lilting,  tender. 

Shining,  drifting,  fragment  tilings, 
May  I  keep  them,  O  Great  Sender, 
In  my  far,  sad  wanderings!" 

11.  MARSHALL. 
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Editorial 

THE  1925-26  College  year  is  now  rapidly  drawing  to  a  close  and  with  the 
cessation  of  our  studies  this  production,  the  third  of  its  kind  published  by 
the  Student  Body,  is  launched  upon  its  voyage.  We  have  come  to  a  point 
where  our  ways  diverge  and  we  stand  like  a  traveller  who,  leaving  an  island, 
contemplates  the  fading  shores.  Just  now  many  details,  some  unpleasant  perhaps, 
are  remembered,  but  soon  these  will  be  obliterated  as  the  hand  of  time  erases  all 
but  the  big  things  from  our  minds  and  we  survey  with  pleasure  the  year  spent  at 
Victoria  College.  We  hope  that  the  Annual  will  enhance  this  pleasure  and  believe 
that  it  will  prove  of  real  value  as  the  years  slip  by :  old  names  and  once  familiar 
faces  contained  in  it  will  conjure  up  many  delightful  memories  and  serve  to  carry 
us  back  over  the  years  to  our  Alma  Mater. 

But  enough  of  moralizing.  Here  is  the  third  "Annual"  of  our  College 
presented  for  your  approval,  or  disapproval,  as  the  case  may  be.  If  you  dis- 
approve, do  not  advertise  the  fact  but  come  and  tell  the  editors  in  confidence — 
you  will  find  them  very  sympathetic:  if  you  approve,  tell  everyone  except  the 
editors — you  will  only  make  them  vain.  And  lastly,  we  will  finish  this  tedious, 
but  harmless,  screed  by  wishing  you,  one  and  all,  every  success  in  your  examina- 
tions and  a  long  and  beneficial  vacation  during  which  to  peruse  this  book. 

*    *    *  * 

Reviewing  the  past  year,  we  find  gratifying  evidences  that  the  high  "morale" 
of  our  institution  has  not  suffered.  On  the  fields  of  sport  we  have  been  ably 
represented,  and  a  new  team,  the  "Women's  Grass  Hockey  Team,"  has  been 
successfully  organized  and  equipped. 

We  also  point  with  pride  to  our  Players'  Club,  which  has  artistically  presented 
the  play  "Milestones".  The  time  and  energy  spent  on  this  production,  surely 
argues  well  for  school  spirit. 

Considering  these  things,  as  well  as  our  relations  with  our  parent  University, 
and  our  academical  work,  we  may  justly  say  that  the  Victoria  College  "esprit  de 
corps"  is  handed  on  with  undiminished  life  and  fervor. 

H=      *      *  * 

It  is  fitting  that  we  should  here  express  our  appreciation  of  Mr.  W.  C. 
Nichol,  who  has  recently  retired  from  public  life.  Mr.  Nichol  has  always  been 
a  friend  to  education  and  to  Victoria  College  in  particular  and  has  on  numerous 
occasions  given  tangible  evidence  of  his  interest,  both  by  his  attendance  at  our 
functions  and  by  means  of  scholarships  for  the  encouragement  of  our  students. 
Although  Mr.  Nichol  may  not  be  with  us  as  often  as  formerly,  yet  we  feel 
certain  that  he  will  not  forget  us,  and  we  assure  him  of  our  good  wishes 
wherever  he  may  be. 

5fs         *         *  * 

It  is  with  pleasure  that  we  note  Mr.  Dil worth's  presence  among  us  again. 
Mr.  Dilworth  has  been  absent  for  a  year,  attending  Harvard  College,  and  returns 
so  that  we  may  share  in  the  benefits  of  his  increased  experience.  We  also 
welcome  a  new  professor  to  our  midst,  Mr.  Cunningham,  who  is  in  charge  of  the 
Biology  course  and  instructs  us  in  the  gentle  art  of  dissection. 

*t*        *^        *fc  *K 

The  thanks  of  the  student  body  in  general,  and  the  editor  in  particular,  are 
due  to  the  members  of  the  Annual  Board,  who  have  given  of  their  time  and 
energy  that  this  book  might  be  what  it  is. 
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"Juliette" 

If  I  could  write  as  I  could  will, 
In  spondee,  trochee,  or  dactyl ; 
I  wonder  what  my  laggard  pen 
Would  trace  for  everybody  then? 
Didactic  screed  on  cunning  swivel? 
Philosophy  or  inane  drivel? 
Lilting  lyric  of  the  weather. 
Soft  as  snow  and  light  as  feather? 
Or  should  I  go  one  better  yet 
And  write  a  rhyme  of  Juliette? 

There  were  theme  to  tempt  the  pen 
Of  the  very  prince  of  men — 
Marlowe,  Milton,  Shakespeare  even, 
Or  Michael,  Archangel  of  Heaven. 
Oh,  what  pleasure  'tis  to  write 
Of  that  dainty  little  sprite! 
And  what  though  my  rhyming  pen 
Has  fashioned  odes  to  nine  or  ten? 
It's  good  for  several  others  yet, 
So  here's  a  rhyme  of  Juliette. 

See  her  dainty  little  toes 
Twinkle,  as  along  she  goes. 
And  her  fingers  ! — pinker  far 
Than  anything  in  earth  or  air. 
When  I  see  the  swallows  flutter 
Over  lakes  as  smooth  as  butter, 
When  I  see  the  sun  rise  over 
Purple  fields  of  droning  clover, 
How  my  heart  is  wont  to  get 
Filled  with  thoughts  of  Juliette! 

I  remember  how  she  sat 

When  first  I  saw  her.    Just  like  that — 

With  elbow  on  the  table,  so 

That  her  dimpled  arm  would  show. 

Her  hair  was  soft  as  fine-spun  silk, 

Her  eyes  like  sapphires  dropt  in  milk, 

And  her  lips  ! — as  red  as  wine ! 

I'd  ne'er  seen  any  near  so  fine. 

Oh,  sure  the  Lord  made  never  yet 

A  sweeter  thing  than  Juliette  ! 

Some  men  of  luck  hnve  had  their  share, 

And  others  too,  so  I'm  aware; 

Some  chaps  have  set  their  eyes  on  wealth 

And  some  go  crazy  after  health  ; 

And  some  must  run  away  to  sea — 

I  think,  sometimes,  that  would  suit  me. 

But  since  that  simply  isn't  done. 

Which  puts  the  bars  on  real  fun, 

The  next  best  thing  would  be  to  get 

Someone  like  pretty  Juliette.  M   S.  MAYNARD. 
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So  This  Is  l<ove! 

YOU  could  tell  that  he  was  a  College  man  the  minute  you  looked  at  him.  For 
one  thing,  his  clothes  were  eloquent  proof  of  the  fact.  His  Kollegiate-Kut 
suit  told  you,  while  striped  tie,  and  the  gaudy  socks  which  drooped  despon- 
dently earthward,  fairly  screamed  the  information  at  the  world  in  general.  He 
was  sprawled  languidly  in  a  huge  arm-chair,  twirling  a  cigarette  aimlessly  between 
his  fingers,  and,  as  you  looked  at  his  handsome,  gloomy  face,  and  cynical  expres- 
sion, you  felt  that  he  was  a  man  who  had  suffered  much.  He  had.  Even  now  he 
was  reciting  his  woes  to  a  sympathetic  audience. 

"So  I  put  another  record  on  the  gramophone,  then  I  walked  over  to  her  and 
said,  scornful-like,  'Well,  are  you  going  to  that  dance  with  me  on  Tuesday  night, 
or  not  ?'  " 

"And  what  did  she  say,  Bobby-boy?"  asked  his  mother. 

"Bobbv-hoy"  scowled  ferociously.  "FY  cryin'  out  loud,  mom,"  he  exploded. 
"I'm  not  a  child!    Kindly  remember  I'm  nearly  eighteen!" 

And  then,  tardily  remembering  that  he  was  a  man  of  the  world,  he  resumed 
his  tale,  oblivious  alike  to  his  father's  not  altogether  successful  attempts  to  smother 
his  laughter  and  the  fact  that  his  young  sister,  Polly,  was  hanging  eagerly  on  to 
his  words,  storing  them  up  for  future  use. 

"So  she  said,  'Do  you  want  me  to  go?'  and  I  said,  'Suit  yourself,'  and  walked 
away  to  the  other  side  of  the  room.  And  she  said,  'Don't  worry,  if  you  don't 
want  to  take  me  I  can  get  someone  who  does.'  So  I  said,  final-like,  'Well,  it's  all 
right  with  me  then — guess  I'll  be  going.'  Then  she  looked  at  me.  kind  of 
regretful-like,  and  said,  'Are  you  really  going?'  ' Yes,"  I  said,  kind  of  short. 
Then  I  thought  I'd  give  her  one  more  chance,  so  I  put  another  record  on  the 
gramaphone  .  .  .  ." 

His  mother  here  interrupted  the  stream  of  "she  saids"  and  "I  saids"  to 
enquire,  "But  how  did  the  quarrel  begin?" 

I  don't  know,"  began  her  son,  vaguely,  and  then,  from  the  depth  of  his 
knowledge  of  the  opposite  sex,  "Women  are  all  alike — they  make  me  sick!" 

His  father  here  displayed  symptoms  of  choking,  but  Bob  did  not  heed  him. 
He  was  too  utterly  absorbed  in  his  own  tragic  thoughts. 

"So  I  walked  out  on  her,"  he  continued,  "and  when  I  was  going  I  said, 
frigid-like,  Til  take  my  ring,  if  you  don't  mind.'  So  she  called  her  mother,  and 
then  she  said,  'Gaze  on  him,  mother;  you'll  never  see  his  face  again!'  I'll  tell  the 
world  she  won't",  he  finished,  and  rose  to  his  feet.  "Guess  I'll  hop  over  to  Harry's 
house  for  a  while.    Can  I  have  the  car?" 

"No!"  thundered  his  father,  "you  can  use  your  legs  for  once.  In  my  young 
davs  we  weren't  afraid  to  walk  a  block  or  so.  Why,  I  can  remember  walking  five 
miles  to  school  every  morning,  and  in  mid-winter,  too.    We  " 

But  his  son,  who  had  heard  this  heroic  tale  many  times  before,  had  departed. 
In  a  few  minutes  he  reappeared,  hat  in  hand.  "Well,  so  long."  He  surveyed  his 
family  solemnly  for  a  moment,  and  then,  snorting  cynically,  said,  "Believe  me, 
from  now  on  I'm  through  with  women!" 

*    *    *  * 

At  that  moment,  in  a  house  not  far  from  the  Jones  home,  a  girl  was  giving 
voice  to  sentiments  which  were  amazingly  like  those  of  which  young  Bobby  Jones 
was  unburdening  his  troubled  soul.    She  was  a  very  decorative-looking  girl,  and 
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a  very  modern  one.  But  just  at  present  her  lovely  forehead  was  furrowed  deeply, 
and  her  lovely  eyes  were  smouldering,  and  her  lovely  chin,  had  it  not  been  so 
satiny,  might  almost  have  been  called  bull-doggish.  She  looked  as  though  someone 
had  done  something  which  did  not  please  her.  Someone  had.  The  someone  was 
Bobby  Jones.  And  if  you  could  have  seen  her  as  she  sat  there,  curled  up  on  a 
sofa,  you  would  doubtless  have  wondered  how  on  earth  any  man  living  could  have 
quarrelled  with  so  fair  a  creature.  Until  you  noticed  her  chin,  that  is.  As  I  have 
laid  before,  it  really  was  a  most  pugnacious  chin.  It  flatly  contradicted  the 
sweet  softness  of  her  wavy,  black  hair,  and  her  big,  gray  eyes,  with  their  long, 
curling  lashes,  and  the  crimson  rose  that  was  her  mouth.  But  you  simply  couldn't 
overlook  her  chin  at  the  present  moment.  It  told  you  very  plainly  that  Miss 
Marjorie  Gray  was  mad — clear  through.  Nor  was  she  enjoying  her  fury  in 
silence.  She  was  actively  engaged  in  firing  a  few  well-chosen  remarks  concerning 
the  pedigree  of  one.  Robert  Ainslie  Jones,  at  her  closest  chum,  Betty  MacDonald, 
who  sat  in  a  deep  chair  consuming  innumerable  chocolates  and  murmuring 
sympathetically  whenever  she  felt  it  was  required  of  her. 

"Of  course,"  Marjorie  was  saying,  "Bob  Jones  is  nothing  in  my  young  life — 
absolutely  nothing;  he  can  go  and  sit  on  a  tack  for  all  I  care.  But — what  on  earth 
do  you  suppose  made  him  act  like  that  ?" 

"Hm-m-mp — "  muttered  Betty,  vaguely.  She  had  been  listening  to  the  same 
thing,  with  variations,  for  more  than  two  hours.  What  puzzled  her  was  why 
Marjorie  should  want  to  talk  for  two  hours  about  a  boy  whom,  on  her  own 
confession,  she  "loathed  like  a  snake." 

Marjorie  went  on.  For  the  hundredth  time,  more  or  less,  she  vividly 
described  the  momentous  quarrel.  Bobby  Jones  would  probably  have  been  some- 
what startled  if  he  could  have  heard  it,  and  doubtless  Marjorie  would  have  been 
no  less  indignant  had  she  heard  the  version  of  the  affair  which  had  been  presented 
to  the  Jones  family. 

"I  certainly  told  him  where  he  got  off  at,  though,"  she  announced  with  great 
satisfaction.  "I  guess  he  knows  now  what  I  think  of  him  Men  are  all  alike," 
she  said,  twisting  her  mouth  cynically  into  what  she  fondly  believed  was  a  perfect 
imitation  of  Pola  Negri.  Whereupon  she  rose  from  the  couch,  and,  gazing  with 
unseeing  eyes  straight  ahead  of  her.  said,  in  a  low,  bitter  voice,  "From  now  on, 
I'm  through  with  men!" 

*    *    *  * 

It  was  Tuesday  evening  and  the  Jones  family  were  sitting  around  the  fire, 
when,  suddenly.  Mrs.  Jones  demanded,  "Where's  Bobby?"  And  then,  as  a 
thought  struck  her,  "Isn't  this  the  night  of  the  Rowing  Club  Dance?" 

"Yes,"  answered  Pat,  "he  was  going  to  take  Marge  Gray — he's  in  love  with 
her.  'cause  I  heard  him  tell  Harry,  but  they  had  a  fight,  you  know." 

"Poor  lamb!"  sighed  Bobby's  mother,  "I  suppose  he  thinks  his  heart  is 
broken." 

However,  if  she  could  have  seen  her  poor  lamb  just  then,  she  might  not  have 
wasted  so  much  sympathy  on  him. 

"Forgive  me,  dear,"  he  was  whispering  to  a  girl  with  big  gray  eyes,  who 
whispered  back — 

"I'm  sorry,  too,  honey." 

And  the  moon  hid  her  face  behind  a  cloud,  and  laughed. 

I\  GOURLAY. 
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My  Visit  to  the  Victoria  College 

By  Professor  Al(l)  Hamkn,  E.G.G.S.,  B.L.A.H. 

I have:  embarked  upon  the  arduous  task  of  penning  this  manuscript,  at  the 
request  of  the  Annual  " Bored"  of  the  Victoria  College.  I  may  say,  in  passing, 
that  they  are  no  wit  less  animalistic  in  their  behavior  than  are  the  other 
members  of  the  student  body,  but  as  they  are  rewarding  me  with  an  exceptionally 
high  fee — the  sum  of  twenty-five  cents  to  be  exact — I  shall  waive  my  extreme 
repugnance  for  the  moment.  Nevertheless,  I  would  like  to  express  my  very 
sincere  sympathy  for  all  members  of  the  faculty,  which  learned  body  of  ladies  and 
gentlemen  have  to  endure  many  hours  daily  in  their  company.  Indeed,  when  I 
graduated  from  the  Eggbeaters  College  of  Drainage,  Washington,  in  the  class  of 
1848,  it  was  considered  a  distinct  honor  to  be  able  to  lecture  to  such  paragons  as 
were  we.  Now  that  I  am  an  old  and  broken  man,  it  impresses  me  as  being  far 
worse  than  a  life  sentence  in  the  penitentiary. 

However,  be  this  as  it  may,  my  visit  to  the  Victoria  College  proved  to  be 
interesting  in  the  extreme,  not  to  say  instructive,  and  I  find  that  this  is  not  such 
an  arduous  task  as  it  at  first  seemed. 

I  arrived  at  this  institution  at  eleven  o'clock  one  morning,  just  as  the  students 
were  leaving  lectures.  My  friends,  though  I  am  an  old  and  broken  man,  and  not 
much  longer  for  this  world,  I  shall  never  forget  the  dreadful  sight  which  met  my 
failing,  though  venerable  eyes.  It  was  truly  horrible.  Never  have  I  beheld  any- 
thing so  ghastly,  nor  heard  such  frightful  sounds  as  those  which  assailed  my 
sensitive  and  learned  ears.  But  I  will  endeavor  to  describe  it,  for  the  good  of 
my  fellow  men  and  as  a  warning  to  this  despicable  age  of  "jazz",  "dope",  "petting" 
and  such  things,  for  it  is  indeed  in  grave  danger  of  brimstone  and  treacle — I  mean 
sulphur. 

They  issued  from  class-rooms  which,  however,  had  all  the  appearances  of 
sumptuous  chambers  seen  only  in  a  sovereign's  palace.  As  they  streamed  into 
the  hallways  my  quivering  nostrils  were  assailed  by  various  odors,  known  as 
"stavcomb",  "vinolia",  "that  school-girl  complexion"  and  "the  skin  you  love  to 
touch".  So  great  was  my  suffering'  that  I  all  but  fainted,  but  I  managed  to  draw 
on  my  reserve  store  of  "pep"  (25c  the  bottle)  which  I  always  carry  in  my 
waistcoat  pocket,  and  resumed  my  perusal. 

The  members  of  the  weaker  (  ? )  sex  were  startling,  to  say  the  least.  I  was 
inexpressibly  shocked  to  note  that  their  lower  limbs  were  partially  uncovered  and 
encased  in  a  material  which  was  almost  transparent.  Their  faces  were  covered 
with  a  white  substance  very  like  flour,  and  daubed  with  paint,  in  some  cases  as  to 
make  them  appear  like  Parisian  dolls.  Now,  it  has  been  said  that  a  woman's 
crowning  glory  is  her  hair,  but  it  could  not  be  said  of  these  strange  creatures,  for 
rhe:r  locks  had  been  shorn  and  the  few  stray  curls  which  remained,  adhered 
closelv  to  the  sides  of  their  little,  round  heads. 

The  men  (?)  were  extremely  laughable  in  appearance.  Their  hair  was 
plastered  down  upon  their  heads  in  a  most  disgusting  way,  and  their  foreheads 
were  low  and  narrow.  [Ed. — Aw,  gwan!]  To  my  horror  I  perceived  that  they 
were  wearing  what  I  took  to  be  skirts — essentially  part  of  a  woman's  attire — but 
my  horror  was  speedily  changed  to  amazement  and  contempt  when  I  saw  that 
they  were  merely  trousers  of  an  inordinately  great  width. 

The  language  of  these  unspeakable  wretches  is  practically  unintelligible.  I 
succeeded  in  catching  some  scraps  of  conversation  as  I  was  roughly  jostled  by  this 
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mannerless  crowd,  and  I  have  made  some  attempt  to  translate  it  into  under- 
standable English. 

"Say,"  snarled  a  girl  as  she  grasped  another  in  a  bear-like  hug,  "where  were 
von  first  period.    Whatcher  (unable  to  translate)  skip  for?" 

"Noneryerbiznes"  (also  unable  to  translate).  This  many-syllabled  word 
came  from  the  lips  of  the  other,  followed  by  a  harsh,  metallic  laugh. 

From  a  corner  near  a  notice  board  I  heard  a  man's  voice  say,  "Pretty  snappy. 
It  will  be  some  trip,  brother.  Yours  truly  is  sure  going  to  have  one  wow  of  a 
time,  by  gosh !" 

I  have  not  found  the  word  "gosh"  or  "wow"  in  any  dictionary,  and  so  I  have 
left  them  as  they  stand.  The  man  next  the  first  speaker,  whom  I  immediately 
concluded  was  his  brother,  from  the  manner  in  which  he  addressed  him,  now 
gave  vent  to  a  coarse  guffaw,  and  replied : 

"You  will  sure  be  in  swell  condition  to  play  rugby  after  staying  up  half  the 
night,  won't  you  ?" 

"Applesauce"  (I  cannot  conceive  what  relation  this  has  to  the  subject  under 
discussion),  "do  not  kid  yourself.  I  bet  I'll  play  as  well  as  you  will.  Don't  hafter 
snooze  all  night.    Anyway,  four  o'clock  is  not  very  late  to  hit  the  hay." 

This  last  remark  puzzled  me  quite  considerably  until  I  recalled  having  read 
once  that  hay  is  gathered  in  sheaves,  and  possibly  he  was  referring  to  some  method 
of  packing  it,  although  I  cannot  imagine  why  he  should  wish  to  do  this  at  f(5ur 
o'clock  in  the  morning. 

This,  then,  is  a  sample  of  the  language  used  by  the  strange  individuals,  and 
although  I  am  an  old  and  broken  man  I  would  like  to  venture  an  appeal  to  the 
government  to  have  this  form  of  speech  prohibited.  Why,  when  I  graduated 
from  the  Eggbeaters  College  of  Drainage,  Wash  .... 

[Ed.  Note — Aw,  rats!  There  was  lots  more  like  this,  but  its  all  applesauce, 
so  we  threw  it  away.] 


"A  Winter  Sunset" 

The  day  departing,  now  the  sunbeams  golden 
In  paths  of  light  the  upper  air  are  sweeping ; 

The  valleys  all  are  darkened,  and  the  firs 

Are  shrouded  with  the  purple  haze  that,  creeping 

From  the  dull  forest's  growth  beneath  the  stately  pines. 

Has  covered  all  the  landscape  with  its  thousand  vines. 

And  now  the  sun  in  solitary  state 

Has  touched,  and  sunk  below,  the  pine-topped  hill ; 
Has  taken  all  the  color  from  the  trees, 

Leaving  behind  clear  sky  and  evening  chill. 
Far  in  the  eastern  heaven  appears  a  light 
Where  Sirius,  harbinger  of  wintry  night, 
Showers  upon  the  earth  its  distant  beams 
And  leaves  the  world  to  sleep  and  frosty  dreams. 

R.  M.  P. 
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Her  Grand  Finale 

A  Very  Short  Story 

ROSEMARY  JANET  sighed.    John  sighed  too.    It  is  customary  for  people 
to  sigh  when  they  are  unhappy,  and  Rosemary  Janet  and  John  were  no 
exceptions.    Rosemary  Janet  did  not  hear  John  sigh,  and  John  did  not 
hear  Rosemary  Janet  sigh.    But  they  both  sighed. 

Rosemary  Janet  was  sitting  in  a  corner  of  the  large  room  that  was  cleared 
for  dancing,  sitting  all  alone  with  a  very  unhappy  expression  on  her  not  beautiful 
face.  She  was  sitting  there  alone  because  everyone  else  had  gone  downstairs  for 
the  light,  midnight  supper,  the  boys  and  girls  gaily  paired  off,  and  some  boys,  of 
course,  without  partners — one  of  whom  should  most  certainly  have  taken  pity  on 
Rosemary  Janet  and  escorted  her  down.  But  boys  aren't  like  that.  And 
Rosemary  Janet  knew  it,  and  felt  hurt  and  glad  and  rebellious  and  proud  all  at 
the  same  time,  so  that  the  compound  her  feelings  made  would  be  impossible  to 
name.  She  knew  she  wasn't  pretty,  wasn't  peppy,  wasn't  a  good  dancer ;  wasn't 
anything,  in  fact:  but  was  homely,  dull,  shy,  and  everything  else  that  is  included 
in  the  word  "dumb"  ;  was,  indeed,  the  wallest  of  wallflowers.  Her  thoughts  were 
bitter.  "I  wish  old  Aunt  Nan  hadn't  asked  me" — she  wrung  her  handkerchief 
fiercely — "these  family-duty  invitations  give  me  a  pain !  I  had  to  come,  and  I 
can't  go.  I  vowed  Daisy's  would  be  the  last  dance  I  would  honor  with  my 
presence ;  and  here  my  beloved  Cousin  Ronald  has  to  entertain  for  his  American 
chum — LTniversity  men  give  me  a  pain  too.  All  they  like  is  a  painted  face  with  a 
good  'line',  a  little  petting — a  lot,  I  mean.  Oh,  they  make  me  sick !  with  their 
know-it-all  airs,  and  smarty  clothes,  and — and — oh  dear !" 
But  here  John  comes  in. 

John's  sigh  that  coincided  with  Rosemary  Janet's  had  been  released  down  at 
the  doorway  into  the  room  where  everyone  was  chatting,  and,  incidentally,  eating. 
John  felt  rather  a  stranger,  for  all  his  good  time,  and,  frankly,  wished  he  had  his 
"flame"  of  the  moment  there  to  flirt  with — Janey  was  a  "good  sport",  even  if  her 
h'ps  were  too  red  and  her  complexion  too  artfully  administered.  He  liked  a  good- 
sport.  There  were  a  few  here,  he  realized,  but  they  seemed  to  be  monopolized 
by  their  own  particular  "shieks"  just  now.  Well,  he'd  wander  off  and  look 
around — he  didn't  feel  like  eating,  anyway.  So  he  returned  to  the  deserted  dance 
room  and —   Deserted?   Why  no !  there  was  a  girl,  by  gad ! 

Now,  John  had  a  kind  heart  (he  had  debtors  right  and  left  because  of  that 
heart  ).  Therefore,  instead  of  strolling  in  a  pensive  mood  directly  to  the  exit  of 
the  room,  he  approached  the  girl  with  the  full  intent  of  politely  asking,  "May  I 
have  the  pleasure  of  taking  you  down  to  supper?"  (Not  that  John  was  always 
polite,  but  considering  the  circumstances,  you  know. )  As  soon  as  he  had  reached 
her,  though,  and  caught  the  challenging  glance  of  a  pair  of  gray  eyes  set  in  a  pale 
face  that  was  speedily  becoming  rosy,  he  saw  that  the  query  was  unnecessary.  He 
knew  the  answer  to  be  "no"  as  surely  as  if  the  question  had  been  uttered.  "Here," 
he  thought,  "is  the  conundrum  of  an  interesting  wall-flower!" 

Poor  Rosemary  Janet ! 

On  the  sudden  appearance  of  her  cousin's  chum,  she  cursed  herself 
vehemently  for  not  having  long  since  hidden  her  shame  in  the  sanctuary  of  the 
girls'  room,  and  she  cast  a  wistful  look  through  the  doorway  to  the  inviting 
staircase,  half  inclined  to  run  away  right  in  the  face  of  the  enemy.  Well,  perhaos 
he  wouldn't  notice  her.  But  perhaps  he  would !  He  was  coming  straight  towards 
her!  Run  now?  No,  she'd  stay  and  fight  (she  didn't  know  what),  because  this 
was  positively  her  last  public  appearance  (moved,  seconded,  voted  upon  and  duly 
carried).    So,  strange  to  say,  she  put  her  shyness  behind  her  in  this  death  gasp, 
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and  addressed  the  offending  male  before  he  could  say  what  was  on  the  very  tip 
of  his  tongue. 

"Please  don't  ask  to  escort  me  downstairs.  It  would  only  embarrass  me. 
And — I — I'm  sure — I  would  blush — with  mortification." 

She  had  started  boldly,  intending  to  strike  a  killing  stroke;  but  he  kept 
looking  at  her,  and  she  wasn't  at  all  hardened  to  the  masculine  gaze ! 

"That's  all  right,"  said  John  complacently,  and  continued  to  observe  her 
rudely.  "You  really  couldn't  blush  much  more  than  you  are  doing  just  now, 
could  you?" 

Rosemary  Janet  bit  her  lip  hard,  hard,  hard.  She  felt  so  dreadfully  like 
weeping.  (Buck  up,  you  little  idiot,  she  prodded  herself  on.)  And  she  tossed 
her  head  and  smiled,  revealing  the  two  beauty  points  she  possessed,  i.e.,  teeth  and 
dimples,  while  she  replied  coldly  to  his  impertinence : 

"Perhaps  not,  sir,  but  please  go  away,  I  don't  cherish  your  pity.  You  only 
mortify  me,  as  I  said  before." 

But  John  was  enjoying  himself.  Go  away?  Not  he! — especially  since  he 
had  been  told  to  go,  and  more  especially  since  the  girl  really  meant  it.  ( John 
knew  that  "begone"  was  oftentimes  a  girl's  "come  hither".) 

He  sat  down. 

"We  seem  to  be  treading  the  war-path,  or  somewhere  near  it.  Why  not  be 
friends?"  he  suggested.  "You  don't  know  me,  do  you?  Well,  I'm  John — plain 
John.  I  won't  tell  you  what  else,  because  you'd  probably  call  me  Mr.  Whatever- 
it-is,  and  we'll  have  to  skip  preliminaries  as  the  evening  is  almost  gone.  Now  how 
do  they  call  you?" 

What  could  Rosemary  Janet  do  but  reply  with  a  little  less  frigidity, 
"Rosemary  Janet"? 

"In  other  words,  keep  your  distance  and  know  your  place,  eh.  Miss  Janutt?" 
— he  thought  it  must  be  spelled  that  way — "but  I'm  an  American,  and  Canadians 
think  Americans  are  disgustingly  nervy  and  forward,  don't  they.  When  the 
Canuck  balks  at  the  sign  'No  Admittance!'  the  Yank  points  out  that  there  is  no 
'Positively' — Oh,  say!  you  should  smile  like  that  all  the  time.  I  bet —  But  to 
come  to  the  point,  I'll  call  you  Rosemary,  anyway.  I'd  make  it  Rosy,  but  I  detest 
that.    What's  that? — pardon? — you   " 

"I  was  going  to  say,"  said  she,  demurely,  "that  I  am  called  Rosemary  Janet. 
My  name's  Rosemary  Janet — you  see — " 

Understanding  flashed  into  John's  eyes. 

"My  humble  apologies!  (and  he  was  truly  sorry)  "you  did  play  up,  after 
all!  Hooray!  Let  me  see.  Yes,  the  name  suits  you,  at  least.  But  why  the 
double  leash?    Afraid  of  losing  you?" 

"No,  hardly  that,"  she  laughed.    "My  Grandmother  christened  me,  that's  all." 

"Hm-m.  To  be  frank,  I  would  have  made  it  great-great  or  so.  Nice  name, 
though,  much  nicer  than  Jane.  Jane's  the  name  of  my  present  woman  in  my  home 
across  the  sea — Seattle,  that  is.    Talk  about — " 

Had  the  couples  who  were  by  now  gradually  returning,  glanced  at  Rosemary 
lanet  sitting  in  the  corner  with  John,  they  would  scarcely  have  recognized  in  the 
laughing,  pink-cheeked,  and  starry-eyed  girl  their  pale,  shy,  and  lifeless  acquaint- 
ance.   But  they  didn't  look.    That  is,  not  at  her. 

Had  they  noticed  as  the  evening  drew  to  a  close  that  the  handsome  American 
"shiek"  was  paying  a  great  deal  of  attention  to  Rosemary  Janet — had  they  noticed, 
indeed,  that  he  danced  the  last  waltz  with  her,  they  would  have  whispered  and 
wondered.  And  they  did  notice  ;  they  did  whisper  ;  they  did  wonder — the  "iris 
first,  because  they  liked  to  keep  their  eye  on  the  guest  of  honor;  and  the  boys 
secondly,  because  the  girls  did. 
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All  this  was  quite  apparent  to  the  couple  thus  in  the  spotlight.  Which  was 
why  Rosemary  Janet's  cheeks  continued  to  glow  with  the  prolonged  blush,  why 
her  teeth  and  dimples  still  played  hide-and-go-seek ;  why  her  heart  sang  an 
exultant  little  song,  which  ran:  "They're  all  looking!  They're  all  talking!  The 
girls  wonder  ho  w  in  the  world  I  'got'  him ;  the  boys  can't  imagine  what  he  sees 
in  me.  But  oh,  anything,  anything,  anything  on  this  last,  last  night !  Just  one 
good,  good  time — a  grand  finale !" 

*fc  Sjfi  jjc 

Thus  it  was  not  surprising  that  Rosemary  Janet  did  not  coldly  rebuff  John 
when  he  put  his  arm  around  her  in  the  car,  going  home,  as  she  had  the  first — and 
last — boy  who  had  attempted  to  do  likewise.  No.  She  settled  herself  comfortably 
within  that  arm's  embrace,  and  felt  for  the  first  time  a  series  of  delightful  little 
trickles  go  trickling  down  her  spine. 

Rosemary  Janet  sighed  again.  John  sighed  too.  It  is  customary  for  people 
to  sigh  when  they  are  very  happy,  and  Rosemary  Janet  and  John  were  no 
exceptions.  Rosemary  Janet  heard  John  sigh,  and  John  heard  Rosemary  Janet 
sigh,  and  they  smiled  at  each  other.  R.  E. 


"A  Lost  Student" 

(With  Apologies  to  Adelaide  Anne  Proctor) 

Seated  one  day  at  my  lessons, 

I  was  weary  and  ill  at  ease — 
Exams  to  arrive  in  a  week  or  two's  time, 

The  thought  shook  my  soul  and  my  knees ! 

I  do  not  know  what  I  was  thinking 

Or  what  I  was  dreaming  then, 
But  all  of  a  sudden  it  struck  me — 

The  lessons  "I  didn'a  ken." 

It  quickly  ended  my  fleece-gathering, 

Brought  all  my  wandering  thoughts  home 

To  the  fact  that  I  knew  nothing- 
Arid  possessed  an  empty  dome ! 

It  created  pain  and  sorrow, 

And  low  my  spirits  brought, 
It  made  life  seem  so  darkened — 

And  all  that  jolly  rot ! 

It  recalled  all  perplexed  meanings 

And  woke  my  conscience  dead ! 
Which  would  not  now  be  silenced, 

But  thundered  in  my  head. 

I  seek,  but  I  seek  it  vainly, 

That  lost  knowledge  divine, 
Which  came  from  the  heads  of  the  teachers 
And  never  entered  mine. 

It  may  be  that  some  kind  angel 

His  crib  to  me  will  lend, 
And  I  will  hear  those  magic  words — 

"You've  passed!  you've  passed!  my  friend." 

Amen.  "THE  TWINS" 
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The  Vancouver  Trip 

ON  arriving  at  the  wharf,  prior  to  our  departure,  I  was  accosted  by  a  raucous 
individual  who  forced  a  pamphlet  into  my  hand,  the  while  bellowing  to  the 
world  in  general  the  merits  of  a  certain  Vancouver  hotel.  I  would  gladly 
have  informed  him  that  I  at  least  believed  all  he  said  was  true,  had  I  for  the 
moment  imagined  that  my  admission  would  have  stopped  his  uproar.  I  refrained 
from  doing  so,  however,  as  something  told  me  that  nothing  short  of  homicide  on 
my  part  would  have  prevented  that  man  from  assailing  my  ears  with  his  din. 

Placing  my  suitcase  on  the  ground,  I  availed  myself  of  a  seat  on  some  railings, 
and  leisurely  surveyed  the  crowd.  I  noticed  almost  immediately  that  the  trousers 
had  arrived,  accompanied  by  Mr.  D'Arcy.  Through  a  maze  of  hockey-sticks, 
ribbons  football  boots  and  baggage,  I  caught  glimpses  of  other  acquaintances.  All 
were  striving  to  conceal  their  excitement  and,  as  is  usual,  making  it  far  more 
evident  by  doing  so. 

I  had  not  been  perched  on  the  railings  more  than  five  minutes  when  I  was 
aware  of  a  timid  tap  on  my  arm.  Casually  turning  my  head,  my  eyes  met  those 
of  a  pretty  little  girl,  breathless  and  rosy  from  hard  cycling. 

"Will  you  please  give  this  to  Archbold?"  panted  she. 

"Certainly!"  I  drawled,  and  almost  added,  "my  pretty  maid."  However, 
checking  myself,  I  watched  her  as  she  mounted  her  bicycle  and  departed. 

Then  I  glanced  at  the  object  of  which  she  had  given  me  the  guardianship.  It 
was  a  leather  wallet. 

"Ha,  ha!"  I  chuckled.  "The  great  H.  S.  C.  Archbold  has  forgotten  his 
money." 

Detaching  myself  from  the  friendly  railings,  I  sought  Archie.  That  illus- 
trious youth  was  not  to  be  found.    This  time  I  chuckled  thrice. 

"He's  remembered  that  he's  forgotten  his  money  and  has  rushed  home  to 
get  it,"  I  reflected  somewhat  Irishly. 

It  was  now  2.10  p.m.  and  the  boat  due  to  sail  in  five  minutes.  The  crowd 
moved  towards  the  gang-plank,  t  with  it,  carrying  Archie's  money. 

"Ripping!"  1  gloated.    "Now  for  a  week-end  at  Archie's  expense." 
However,  I  was  doomed  to  disappointment.    A  cheery  voice  hailed  me  from 
behind. 

"Hello,  old  pie-face!"  it  greeted.    "How  are  you?" 

I  knew  that  was  Archie,  so  rudely  flung  back  over  my  shoulder,  "None  the 
better  for  your  asking." 

We  crossed  the  gang-plank  together  at  2.13  p.m.  After  checking  our  baggage, 
Dick  Fleming,  the  one  and  only  Archie  and  I  sauntered  out  onto  the  deck. 

"Have  you  ever  seen  anything  like  this,  Archie?"  I  enquired,  casually  drawing 
his  wallet  from  my  breast-pocket. 

"Why,  where  on  earth  did  you  get  hold  of  that?"  he  gasped. 

"Oh,  wouldn't  you  like  to  know?"  I  teased.  But  taking  compassion  on  him 
I  unfolded  the  tale.    Archie  collapsed  on  my  neck. 

The  trip  was  uneventful,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned,  until  Active  Pass  was 
almost  reached.  On  strolling  towards  the  stern,  I  caught  sight  of  a  figure  leaning 
over  the  bulwark,  clutching  what  appeared  to  me  to  be  a  fishing-line. 

"Oh  !"  I  mused,  "another  case  of  a  worm  at  one  end  and  a  fool  at  the  other." 
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However,  on  investigation,  it  proved  to  be  Dick  Fleming,  busily  engaged  in 
fishing  for  seagulls  with  a  piece  of  string  to  the  end  of  which  a  crust  was  attached. 
After  passing  a  few  cutting  remarks  concerning  the  sources  from  which  some 
college  students  derived  their  amusements,  I  wandered  off  in  search  of  fresh  fields. 

A  life-boat  caught  my  eye. 

Now,  possessing  somewhat  of  a  romantic  disposition,  and  being  a  Masefield 
worshipper  to  boot,  the  sight  of  that  life-boat  suggested  something  to  me. 

"I  wonder  if  this  ship  possesses  among  its  crew  a  'dauber'?"  I  asked  myself. 

I  set  out  on  a  tour  of  inspection  of  the  life-boats.  The  first  one  I  examined 
presented  nothing  to  me  except  a  dab  of  red  paint  on  my  coat  sleeve. 

I  felt  strangely  crestfallen,  and  softly  maledicted  that  stain  on  my  sleeve. 
However,  possessing  what  I  consider  a  firm  spirit,  and  which  my  friends  fre- 
quently call  "the  stubbornness  of  a  mule,"  I  resolved  not  to  be  disheartened  by 
preliminary  reverses.  I  commenced  delving  into  the  second  lifeboat.  Almost 
immediately  I  experienced  a  thrill.  My  groping  hands  had  come  into  contact  with 
something  which  was  certainly  not  of  the  usual  lifeboat  accoutrement.  I  brought 
my  prize  to  the  light  of  day  and  examined  it.  It  did  not  resemble  anything  which  I 
had  read  "daubers"  were  likely  to  hide  in  lifeboats.  It  was  a  small,  neatly-wrapped, 
square  parcel.  I  stood  with  it  in  my  hand,  gazing  at  it  perplexedly.  Then  I  was 
aware  of  a  shout  and,  turning  guiltily,  I  saw  Jack  Shadbolt  pounding  down  the 
deck  towards  me.  I  was  not  quite  sure  whether  to  remain  or  flee,  but  courageously 
chose  the  former. 

"Trying  to  get  away  with  my  eats,  eh?"  said  Jack,  belligerently. 

"So  its  only  beastly  grub,  then!"  I  exclaimed  in  disgust. 

"Well!  what  on  earth  do  you  think  it  is?"  hooted  Jack. 

I  told  him  of  my  romantic  musings. 

Jack  grinned,  as  only  he  can  grin.  "Well,  as  you  found  it,"  said  he,  good- 
humouredly,  "I  suppose  you're  entitled  to  some  of  it." 

I'm  sure  I  brightened  visibly.  "Thanks,  Jack,"  I  replied,  "I  confess  the 
inner  man  is  beginning  to  assert  himself." 

Jack  and  I  sat  down  to  devour  the  food.  Almost  immediately  Archie  and 
others  appeared  as  from  nowhere.    They  were  all  cordially  invited  to  "pile  in." 

:J;       %       *  * 

Vancouver  was  reached  at  7.15  p.m. 

Now,  having  for  some  years  been  accustomed  to  the  sober  aspect  of  Victoria, 
the  bustle  which  greeted  us  on  quitting  the  Vancouver  docks  somewhat 
alarmed  me.  I  was  so  bewildered  that  I  almost  missed  the  hotel  bus.  I  think  it 
was  Ted  Musgrave  who  spotted  me  and  dragged  me  into  that  vehicle.  I  confess 
my  head  was  in  a  whirl. 

After  registering  at  the  hotel  I,  in  company  with  Dick  and  Archie,  went  out 
in  search  of  sustenance.  Our  appetites  satisfied,  we  strolled  back  to  the  hotel. 
In  the  lobby  we  encountered  an  ambassador  of  good  news  in  the  person  of  Guy 
Waddington.  Guy  informed  us  that  the  Victoria  students  were  invited  as  guests 
to  the  U.  B.  C.  Senior  Science  Class  annual  ball  at  Lester  Court. 

The  dance  was  a  glorious  affair.  The  floor  was  superb,  the  orchestra  splen- 
did, the  lighting  effects  and  decorations  were  gorgeous.  I  did  not  sup,  but  I  am 
told  by  my  gastronomic  friends  that  the  the  supper  served  was  gorgeous  too. 

At  1.05  a.m.  I  was  outside  the  building  introducing  a  yellow-cab  driver  to  the 
fact  that  his  car  could  carry  eleven  people.  (Did  someone  murmur  "cheapskate"? 
T  am  not  guilty.   Ask  certain  of  my  lady  friends.  )    But  let  us  continue.   We  must 
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have  all  squeezed  into  the  back  except  Archie,  who,  I  believe,  found  a  perch  on 
the  meter  beside  the  driver. 

What  occurred  after  that  is  hazy.  I  am  dimly  conscious  of  the  fact  that  I 
was  surrounded  by  a  veritable  sea  of  pretty  faces  (although  Dick  Fleming  and 
Eric  Blagburn  were  there).  One  thing  of  which  I  am  certain,  however,  is  that  a 
remarkably  pretty  girl  was  seated  on  my  knee.  Will  she  please  make  herself 
known  ? 

Saturday  dawned  fair  and  my  friends  and  I  decided  to  see  the  grass-hockey. 
After  several  heated  arguments  concerning  the  right  street  car  to  board,  we  finally 
found  the  correct  one. 

On  arriving  at  the  field,  or  rather  the  pond,  for  that's  what  it  more  nearly 
resembled,  we  selected  a  comparatively  dry  spot  on  the  bank  from  which  to  view 
the  encounter.    It  was  only  an  hour's  delay  before  the  game  commenced. 

Miss  Dobbin  and  Miss  Harris  covered  themselves  with  mud  and  glory.  Both 
teams  gathered  much  of  the  former. 

The  game  ended,  we  found  our  way  back  to  town  and  dinner.  I  do  wish  Dick 
wouldn't  flirt  with  waitresses ;  he  can  sometimes  be  as  trying  as  Archie.  However, 
I  am  diverging. 

Later  we  went  to  see  the  rugby.  The  game  was  most  enjoyable  and  the 
players  most  muddy.  Nothing  served  to  ruffle  my  calm  during  the  afternoon, 
except  when  one  of  my  friends  kindly  offered  me  some  olives.  If  there  is  any- 
thing I  loathe,  it  is  olives.  I  confess  my  friendship  for  the  person  involved  was 
for  the  moment  strained,  but  realizing  that  the  offer  came  from  pure  kindness  of 
heart,  I  swallowed  my  wrath— but  not  the  olives.  Later  I  was  offered  the  lettuce 
leaf  in  which  they  were  wrapped.  Not  bearing  any  rabbit-like  tendencies,  how- 
ever, I  refused  that  kind  offer  too. 

In  the  evening  the  basketball  games  drew  my  attention.  The  two  games 
proved  exciting  tussles  from  start  to  finish.  I  enjoyed  them  very  much.  That  is, 
when  I  was  not  remonstrating  with  a  friend  of  mine  who  would  persist  in  bellow- 
ing in  the  proximity  of  my  right  ear.  He  also  annoyed  me  very  much  by 
strewing  the  floor  with  peanut  shells  and  repeatedly  crushing  them  with  his  big 
feet.  The  combination  of  noises  was  most  distressing  to  one  of  my  nervous 
temperament,  I  can  assure  you. 

The  games  being  ended,  the  crowd  surged  onto  the  floor  to  dance.  The 
r.  B.  C.  Freshman  orchestra  gave  all  the  latest  hits  conducive  to  the  right 
Charleston  spirit.  "Cutting-in"  was  the  privilege  of  the  Victorians,  enabling  us 
to  become  better  acquainted  with  the  U.  B.  C.  ladies.  I  did  not  participate  in 
any  "cutting-in".    I  own  I  lack  the  courage  so  necessary  on  those  occasions. 

I  arrived  back  at  the  hotel  under  conditions  somewhat  similar  to  the  previous 
night.  There  wasn't  such  a  crush  in  the  car  this  time,  and  my  mind  is  a  little 
clearer  regarding  that  ride. 

A  number  of  us  decided  to  have  a  feast  in  the  room  occupied  by  Archie,  Dick 
and  myself.  All  would  have  gone  well  if  J.  Shadbolt  hadn't  conceived  the 
brilliant  idea  of  playing  nine-pins  with  some  empty  ginger-ale  bottles  and  an 
orange,  and  if  Dick  hadn't  persisted  in  executing  a  war-dance  in  his  thirteen-inch 
brogues.  As  it  was,  we  heard  a  sharp  tap  on  the  door.  On  investigation,  we 
found  it  to  be  the  hotel  manager,  who  informed  us  the  din  was  disturbing  the 
other  guests.  Being  considerate  youths,  and  on  the  other  hand  not  wishing  to  be 
ejected  from  the  hotel  in  the  early  hours  of  the  morning,  we  decided  to  abandon 
the  feast.    The  others  departed  for  their  respective  rooms  and  with  them  most 
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of  the  fruit,  etc.,  as  well  as  my  gloves  and  Dick's  and  Archie's  hairbrushes.  The 
gloves  and  brushes  were  found  next  morning  in  Ned  Willis'  room,  although  Ned 
cannot  volunteer  any  information  as  to  their  arrival  there. 

Sunday  morning  found  me  on  the  s.s.  Princess  Alice  bound  for  Victoria  after 
a  most  enjoyable  week-end.  The  trip  home  was  very  quiet.  I  was  exceedingly 
tired  and  naturally  exceedingly  irritable.  I  did  not  even  laugh  at  the  jokes  in 
''College  Humor"  or  smile  at  the  pretty  girls  on  the  boat. 

The  steamer  docked  at  Victoria  at  3.15  p.m.  Once  ashore  I  hurriedly  left 
the  vicinity  of  the  wharf  in  case  I  should  meet  a  noisy  gentleman  similar  to  the 
one  who  greeted  me  on  my  arrival  there  before  our  departure  for  Vancouver. 
I  really  don't  think  I  could  have  tolerated  him  in  my  then  irritable  state  of  temper. 
I'm  sure  I  should  have  attempted  to  drown  him  in  the  harbor.  It  was  with  this 
disturbing  thought  in  mind  that  I  hastened  home,  anxious  to  retrieve  my  lost 
beauty-sleep  after  that  most  hectic  week-end. 


"Nights  o  Spain" 

The  warm  south  breeze  from  Africa's  far  shore 

Blew  thro'  the  night  the  vineyards'  fragrant  breath, 

The  starlit  skies  of  Spain  gleamed  overhead, 

The  world  was  hushed,  and  motionless  as  death. 

Then  from  beneath  an  arch,  bow'd  low  with  grapes, 
One  lone  guitar  poured  forth  into  the  night 

A  madrigal  of  romance.    "Love  and  dance," 

It  breathed.    He  watched  and  saw  her  face  alight 

With  passion.    And  'twas  there  she  danced  for  him. 
He  watched  her  as  she  flung  her  flaming  shawl 

Carelessly  o'er  her  shoulders  in  bright  flows, 
He  saw^  her  pile  on  high  her  dusky  hair 

And  fix  therein  a  single  blood-red  rose. 

So  back  and  forth  she  swayed ;  her  red-heels  click'd 

In  perfect  rhythm  with  the  liquid  notes, 
Her  silken  dress  swung  loosely  from  her  waist, 

Graceful  as  any  wave-toss'd  blossom  floats. 

And  then  her  lips  assumed  the  age-old  curve, 

Deftly  she  plucked  the  rose  from  out  her  hair, 

Casting  it  where  he  sat  beneath  the  arch 
Thrumming  his  melody  into  the  air. 

The  world  roared  in  his  ears,  the  music  died  ; 

He  made  one  leap,  his  kisses  fell  like  rain  ; 
Their  Latin  blood  yearned,  "Tango!"— and  they  danced 

There  'neath  the  stars.    Such,  I  have  heard,  is  Spain! 

R.  J.  S. 
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Personals 

VELMA  BUCKLIN 

"Cette  jolie  fille  est  l'enyie  de  la  classe"  in  all  our  French  lectures.  Yelma 
is  a  "partial",  but  as  a  worker  and  a  good  sport  she  is  "all  there". 
JOHN  E.  BROWN 

After  some  time  as  a  pedagogue,  "Everett"  has  come  back  to  College,  doubt- 
less for  more  inspiration.    A  strong,  silent  man  who  might  be  described  as  "the 
modest  daisy",  except  "that  he  ain't  no  daisy".    Chief  idiosyncracies — Economics 
and  regular  attendance  at  lectures. 
DOROTHY  H.  DOWNES 

To  all  outward  appearances  "Downie"  seems  quiet  and  retiring,  but  the 
cheerful  chatter  and  pleasing  smile  of  this  petite  member  of  Arts  '28  have  made 
her  an  indispensable  addition  to  the  class. 
RICHARD  E.  A.  DIESPECKER 

Poet,  actor  and  athlete :  that's  our  Dick.     As  President  of  the  Literary 
Society  and  member  of  the  Students'  Council  he  has  been  untiring  in  his  efforts 
to  promote  college  welfare.    It  is  rumored  that  Dick  is  the  despair  of  the  ladies, 
but  possibly  his  curly,  dark  hair  is  to  blame. 
JOHN  B.  FOUBISTER 

What  could  we  do  without  "Johnny".    He  is  one  of  the  main  props  of  the 
College  Basketball  team  and  official  coach  of  the  women's  Basketball.    John  is 
a  member  of  the  Students'  Council  and  upholds  the  dignity  of  that  august  body 
in  a  fitting  manner. 
PAULINE  V.  GARDINER 

"Vicky"  is  in  her  element  when  she  is  on  a  social  committee,  and  to  her 
may  be  attributed  a  large  share  in  the  successful  arrangement  of  our  college 
dances.    She  is  always  full  of  pep  and  fairly  oozing  with  school  spirit. 
LILLA  M.  HAMMERSLEY 

Although  Lilla  was  only  with  us  for  a  short  time,  her  pleasing  personality 
endeared  her  to  all  the  members  of  our  year.    We  miss  her  very  much. 
GWEN  HARPER 

Her  life  is  one  wild  rush.  Brimful  of  energy  and  good  spirits,  she  cheerfully 
combines  intense  musical  studies  with  a  partial  course.  Possessor  of  a  delightful 
blush. 

'Tall  and  slim  and  full  of  pep." 

HELEN  HAYWARD 

Helen  may  be  seen  meandering  to  College  at  many  extraordinary  hours,  as 
she  only  indulges  in  three  subjects.    Our  chief  informer  on  the  subject  of  "Who 
was  there  last  night".     President  of  the  Players'  Club  and  still  remembered 
as  "Phoebe". 
ISOBEL  B.  HEDLEY 

A  very  good  student  who  excels  at  Maths.     She  is  on  the  Hockey  and 
Basketball  teams,  being  one  of  those  individuals  who  can  combine  work  and 
play.    We  may  also  add  that  she  "Is  a  belle". 
HOPE  HODGES 

A  vigorous  Latin  scholar,  fond  of  arguing  knotty  points  of  construction. 
Hope  recently  succumbed  to  the  temptation  of  the  barber's  shears  and  we  think 
it  most  becoming.  She  takes  life  seriously  and  progresses  favorably  in  College 
work. 
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MURIEL  LAING 

A  new  student  who  was  teaching  before  she  came  and  helped  to  swell  the 
diminutive  second  year  with  her  cheerful  presence.  Muriel  is  one  of  the  few 
who  are  strong-minded  enough  not  to  shingle  their  hair. 

"I  will  not  jump  with  common  spirits 
And  rank  n.e  with  the  barbarous  multitudes." 

MARGARET  J.  LAW 

It's  hard  to  describe  Peggy  in  a  few  words,  but  she's  one  of  the  few  who 
gives  life  to  the  College  in  everything  she  does.    Her  dramatic  abilities  were 
displayed  in  the  College  play,  "Milestones".    She  is  the  constant  companion  of 
"Pat",  on  whom  she  showers  her  affection  in  and  out  of  classrooms. 
HOPE  LEEMING 

Ho!  what  have  we  here?  An  overworked  secretary  of  the  Students'  Council, 
member  of  the  cast  of  the  spring  play  and  a  student  par  excellence  to  boot. 

"Nothing  fails  to  which  I  set  my  hand 
I  do  my  most  and  best." 

ELEANOR  B.  McLEOD 

Eleanor  is  a  unanimous  favorite  with  all  of  Arts  '28.    A  very  modest  and 
merry  little  person,  a  member  of  the  exclusive  Maths  2  class,  but  otherwise  quite 
sane.    We  can  always  rely  on  her  for  a  correct  Latin  translation,  a  cheerful 
smile  and  a  good  many  other  things. 
EVELYN  McQUEEN 

Another  valiant  mathematician  who  also  braves  psychology.     Quiet  and 
retiring,  but  nevertheless  ready  to  help  in  any  undertaking  and  well  known  as 
a  violinist. 
INEZ  MITCHELL 

Inez  is  a  demure  and  charming  maiden  whose  cheery  smile  and  friendly 
manner  win  many  friends.  She  possesses  many  accomplishments,  among  which 
is  the  art  of  rolling  up  to  school  in  a  luxurious  car. 

"Thus  through  the  world  I   drag  .... 
Always  as  merry  as  a  thunderstorm  in  the  night." 

KIKU  NAKABAYASHI 

She's  a  dainty  little  person  who  writes  compositions  that  are  typical  of 
herself.  Kiku  thirsts  after  knowledge  and  is  forever  delving  into  the  musty 
records  of  the  past.   We  wish  her  all  success  in  her  ambition  to  become  a  linguist. 

"She  has   black  hair  and   big  brown  eyes, 
She  is  so  little,  but  oh!   so  wise." 

WILLIAM  OSBORNE 

"Bill"  is  a  youth  of  cherubic  countenance  who  left  us  soon  after  Christmas 
to  regulate  the  affairs  of  the  government. 

"Have  any  of  you  fellows  seen  my  shoes?" 
BEATRICE  PORTER 

An  earnest  dissector  of  bugs  and  human  minds.  Bea's  most  prominent 
characteristic,  like  that  of  her  namesake,  is  an  unremitting  propensity  for  hard 
work.    Favorite  desires — Jazz  and  holidays. 

"To  follow  knowledge  like  a  sinking  star 
Beyond  the  utmost  bound  of  human  thought." 

IVOR  PARFITT 

Our  musician  de  luxe  and  a  member  of  the  Annual  Board.    A  strong  sup- 
porter of  Mathematics  on  the  ground  that  it  encourages  truthfulness  as  well  as 
brain-fag.    "Hey,  fellows!  d'ye  hear  this  one." 
ROBERT  M.  PETRIE 

Chief  slave  on  the  Annual  Board,  but  addicted  to  Mathematics  and  Biology 
also.    Has  lately  been  made  official  astronomer  of  the  College. 

"While  words  of  learned  length  and  thundering  sound 
Amazed  the  gazing  rustics,  ranged  around." 
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GEORGE  PORTEOUS 

A  shrinking  little  prairie  flower  from  Saskatoon,  where  they  teach  them  the 
gentle  game  of  Canadian  rugby.  We  expect  great  things  from  him  as  a  future 
economist  or  soap-box  orator.    Favorite  saying — "Don't  you  think,  Mr.  Farr  .  .  ?" 

BEATRICE  RUTTAN 

Possessing  a  dry  humor,  "Bea"  is  frequently  heard  muttering  some  pithy 
remark.  She  has  been  an  active  member  of  social  committees  and  foremost 
among  the  rooters  at  all  the  games. 

"Nor  swift  nor  slow  to  change;  but  firm." 

LEWIS  A.  ROUNDING 

Lewis  is  characterized  by  a  smile  that  won't  come  off.  A  true  "sheik"  with 
red  hair  'n  everything.  Loving  disposition.  What  St.  Peter  will  say — "Nix, 
sonny !" 

JEAN  W.  SKELTON 

One  of  the  few  hard  workers  in  the  second  year.    A  combination  of  Scotch 
thistle  and  Irish  rose.    Favorite  saying — "How,  what's  this  you're  saying?"  Take 
care,  Jean,  "curiosity  killed  the  cat". 
LORNE  F.  SWANNELL 

An  excellent  example  of  the  species  "homo  tardius"  with  regard  to  Monday 
French  lectures.  Very  shy  of  the  ladies.  His  one  and  only  complex  is 
"Mathematics". 

"I've  never  felt  the  kiss  of  love, 
Nor  maiden's  hand  in  mine." 

AUDREY  TOOLEY 

"Pat"  capably  fills  the  position  of  Arts  '28  representative  to  the  Players' 
Club.    Her  combined  wit  and  charm  have  made  her  a  general  favorite. 

"Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair 
Like  sunlight,  too,  her  golden  hair." 

AUDREY  TRIPP 

Audrey  is  a  member  of  our  illustrious  Basketball  team.  Her  laugh  cheers 
us  in  lectures  and  her  smile  saves  her  many  a  reproof. 

"Her  smiles,  her  laugh,  when  in  full  sway, 
Quite  wear  professors'  nerves  away." 

EDOUARD  DE  BABO  VIVENOT 

Chiefly  remembered  by  the  second  year  for  his  eccentricities  when  a  fresh- 
man (i.e.,  in  regard  to  hirsute  adornment).  Is  now  almost  normal,  save  that  he 
shows  a  liking  for  French.  Ambitious  to  become  a  professor  of  bad  language 
at  Kia-chu  University. 

GUY  WADDINGTON 

Our  illustrious  President  of  the  Students'  Council,  also  an  ex-pedagogue. 
He  cares  for  the  careless,  carefree  freshies  and  often  admonishes  them,  but  oh! 
so  kindly.  In  answer  to  the  call  of  "Guy"  he  is  always  ready  with  a  solution  to 
all  problems. 

ALBERT  S.  WHITELY 

"Ab"  returns  to  College  after  several  years  spent  in  teaching.  A  great  orator 
and  Economic  expert.  When  aroused,  plays  rugby  and  basketball,  but  when 
washed  and  fed  is  perfectly  harmless  and  a  general  favorite  with  everyone. 

RICHARD  E.  M.  YERBURGH 

The  leading  fundamentalist  of  the  second  year  and  a  powerful  orator  to  boot. 
Is  usually  the  centre  and  cause  of  a  howling  mob  of  debaters  in  the  second  year 
common  room. 

"For   even   though  vanquished,   he   could   argue  still." 
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Competition  Poems 


SOME  weeks  after  the  close  of  the  spring  session  of  last  year,  announcement 
was  made  of  the  award  of  a  prize  offered,  by  Miss  Cann,  for  the  best  poem 
composed  during  the  year  by  a  student  of  Victoria  College.  Dr.  Sedgewick, 
head  of  the  Department  of  English  in  the  University  of  British  Columbia,  judged 
the  efforts  of  the  seven  candidates  who  competed  for  the  prize  and  awarded  first 
place  to  a  poem  by  Miss  Hope  Leeming.  He  spoke  highly  of  the  work  of  the 
students  and  mentioned  favorably  a  poem  by  R.  E.  A.  Diespecker  and  one  by 
Miss  Hester  Cleveland.  The  prize  poem  and  those  which  won  special  commenda- 
tion are  given  below. 

POEM 

The  green  fields  of  my  home, 

The  glowing  sunset,  and  the  rich  brown  earth  ; 

The  lacey  trees  against  a  pale  green  sky, 

The  joyous  cry  of  lark  to  lark 

From  out  the  distant  woods — 

These  are  the  things  that  make  my  life  for  me. 

Just  now  the  hills  are  all  a  dream  of  blue ; 

The  mountains  creep  beneath  their  dusky  veils ; 

The  leaves  of  tulips  in  the  garden  bed  ( 

Whisper  their  vespers  in  the  fading  light ; 

The  sky  leans  on  the  sea — 

Gray  mists  arise  and  fold  the  world  in  night. 

 Hope:  Lemming. 

BUSHVELDT  DREAMS 
Night,  cool  gloom  with  its  myriad  jewels 

Gleaming  and  flasing  above  the  veldt ; 
The  bark  of  baboons  on  the  solemn  heights ; 

And  the  hyenas'  laughing  chorus  melt 
Into  the  solitude,  soundless  and  deep, 
Of  the  shadowy  valley  below  the  steep. 
Cold  grey  dawn,  with  its  feathery  mists 

Swirling  and  dancing  beneath  the  hills ; 
The  Bok-ma-kerri's  lonely  cry 

Echoes  away  with  a  trembling  thrill, 
As  the  pearly  light  of  the  breaking  day 
Whispers  the  failing  night  away. 
The  great  red  eye  of  the  sun  upthrust, 

Fills  the  bush  with  a  rosy  hue ; 
Timid  springboks  daintily  step 

Out  of  their  coverts  beneath  the  blue, 
And  the  veldt  awakes  to  another  day.  *M*  KtQI«THAH 

Throbbing  with  life — fearsome  and  gavVIOT©RlA  COLLfflt 
Night  with  a  thousand  diamonds  hung;  W^T#*1A.  ■  * 

Dawn  with  the  rolling  seas  of  mist ; 
Life  of  the  dark,  and  life  of  the  day, 

Caressed  by  the  stars  and  sunlight  kissed — 
List  to  the  roar  of  that  motley  throng, 
'Tis  the  far-off  sound  of  the  Bushveldt's  song! 

Richard  K.  A.  DiESPECKER. 
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EVENING 

The  swallow  wings  its  homeward  way 

Across  the  sunset  sky, 
A  black  boat  on  a  crimson  sea 

That  fades  ere  night  draws  nigh. 

From  out  the  gloom  of  grey,  dense  fog 

The  gold  lights  twinkle  bright ; 
The  spangles  of  the  silver  stars 

Shine  on  the  gown  of  night. 

A  light  breeze  rustles  through  the  leaves, 

A  sigh  drops  from  the  sky, 
The  shivering  whispers  of  the  trees 

Shake  through  the  dark — and  die. 

Hester  Cleveland. 


The  Elms 

THERE  is  a  quiet  avenue,  whose  borders  are  lined  with  pink-blossoming 
trees,  the  flowers  of  early  March,  which  stretch  from  where  I  stand  down 
the  sloping  boulevards  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  and  then  up  to  the  other 
end,  and  come  together  with  the  sky.  They  look  like  the  misty  bridal  veils  of 
some  forgotten  princess  as  they  lie  there  in  the  soft  afternoon  light.  Halfway 
down  the  avenue  is  a  low,  rambling  building  that  is  so  old,  it  seems  to  be  a  part 
of  the  garden  in  which  it  stands,  as  though  it  had  sprung  through  the  grass  and 
raised  its  moss-tinged  sides  from  out  the  sod.  I  am  sure  that  if  I  opened  its  door, 
and  stepped  across  the  worn  sill,  a  faint  odour  of  musty  books  and  ancient 
wainscoting  would  greet  my  nostrils,  and  I  would  find  myself  in  a  little  old- 
fashioned  drawing-room,  full  of  bric-a-brac,  and  pictures,  and  chairs  fashioned 
only  to  be  looked  at.  The  long,  antiquated  windows  which  extend  almost  from 
ceiling  to  floor  reveal  nothing  to  the  outsider,  but  rather  reflect  the  empty  light 
from  off  their  panes,  as  though  jealous  of  its  intrusion. 

In  the  garden  the  cherry  trees  have  been  let  to  grow  their  long  shoots 
unmolested  year  by  year ;  belated  spring  flowers  put  in  a  rather  stunted  appear- 
ance ;  the  grass  is  innocent  of  cutting,  and  in  places  has  spread  into  uneven  tufts 
and  clumps ;  yet  one  cannot  see  anything  that  is  really  unkempt,  the  place  has 
too  respectable  an  air  for  that ;  the  whole  tone  is  one  of  genteel  dilapidation, 
which  will  only  go  so  far,  and  no  further,  unless  a  general  collapse  takes  place. 

Between  the  two  elms,  at  either  side  of  the  gate,  is  a  strip  of  board,  with 
faded  lettering  upon  it :  "The  Elms.  Day  School  for  Girls"  ;  and  the  gate  beneath 
is  worn  and  shiny  where  little  hands  and  feet  have  swung  it  to  and  fro.  I  can 
picture  the  tiny  maids  going  sedately  up  the  board-walk  with  their  little  paint- 
boxes in  their  hands,  starched  pinafores  of  printed  cotton,  and  little  hair-ribbons 
to  match  their  dresses,  tied  with  a  bow  at  either  side,  just  like  the  illustrations  in 
some  faded  old  picture  book,  long  since  discarded. 

But  I  fear  that  if  I  continue  to  look  so  curiously,  I  will  wound  the  modest 
pride  of  this  retiring  spot  and  disturb  the  quiet  memories  over  which  it  seems 
to  brood,  so  I  will  go  now,  and  pass  along  under  the  pink  blossoms,  which  every 
now  and  then  let  down  a  silent  petal.  But  I  will  come  again  tomorrow  and  gaze 
once  more  between  the  two  big  elms  into  this  little  nook  of  old-world  peace  and 
quiet,  which  seems  to  have  breathed  into  the  air  about  it  a  sense  of  sweet 
tranquillity.  HOPE  LEEMIXG. 
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Story-  Telling 

IN  discussing  the  art  of  story-telling,  one  must  remember  that  the  types  of 
stories,  likewise  the  methods  of  relating  them,  vary  considerably.  There  is, 
for  instance,  the  Homeric  style, — an  old,  blind  singer  charming  the  ears  of 
the  man  and  maid  who  recline  at  his  feet,  clad  in  cheese-cloth  and  greatly  enjoy- 
ing life  in  general.  But  to  be  a  story-teller  such  as  this  demands  also  the  brains 
of  a  Homer,  and,  consequently,  is  far  beyond  the  abilities  of  a  college  student. 
Coming  down  the  scale  we  have  the  highly  interesting  and  dramatic  impromptus 
told,  for  obvious  reasons,  to  one's  parents  or  guardians  at  3.30  a.m.  or  there- 
abouts. Much  can  be  made  of  this  type ;  its  possibilities  are  unbounded,  but 
here  again  the  brain  of  a  student,  for  all  its  learning,  is  rarely  equal  to  the 
occasion,  and  the  result  too  often  is  disaster.  Leaving  this,  we  come  to  the  style 
approved  by  the  ten-year-old  of  either  sex,  in  which  battle,  murder,  and  sudden 
death,  Indians,  aeroplanes,  and  bootleggers  should  abound.  It  is  quite  out  of 
the  question  for  a  girl  to  attempt  this.  Obviously,  it  is  out  of  her  province 
entirely.  It  is  the  exclusive  glory  of  the  uncle  from  Africa  or  the  big  cousin  from 
Up  North,  who,  relying  on  the  flexibility  of  youthful  imagination,  give  the  whole 
affair  a  tremendous  interest  by  being  themselves  the  heroes.  The  experience  of 
the  average  college  man  is  far  too  limited  to  warrant  much  success  in  this  line, 
and  so  we  come  down  at  last  to  the  art  of  story-telling  to  infants  of  tender  years, 
to  the  very  little  people  of  the  house.  Here  we  will  pause  awhile  for  further 
consideration  of  the  subject. 

Many  of  us  (shall  we  say  to  our  sorrow?)  dwell  under  the  same  roof  with 
one  or  more  small  kiddies.  Many  of  us,  moreover,  despite  appalling  proximity  of 
exams,  are  looked  to  to  aid  in  keeping  these  young  persons  in  a  perpetually  happy 
and  contented  frame  of  mind.  Now,  there  is  no  better  way  of  accomplishing  this 
task,  especially  in  the  critical  hour  immediately  before  bed-time,  than  the  telling 
of  a  story  in  the  proper  manner,  for  whereas  much  brain  may  be  necessary  for 
the  proper  care  in  other  matters  of  little  children,  it  is  surprising  how  little  is 
needed  in  this.    Let  us  take  an  illustration : 

Suppose  the  evening  be  drawing  in  and  the  darling  feeling  weary  of  the 
world.  You  pull  the  largest  chair  out  in  front  of  the  fire,  or,  alas !  the  radiator, 
and,  fitting  both  of  you  into  it  (the  chair,  of  course),  you  start:  "Suppose  we  tell 
stories!"  This  makes  a  good  introduction,  and  is,  therefore  consistent  with  one's 
work  in  composition.  Then,  after  a  little  further  settling  down,  rearranging  of 
the  darling's  feet,  and  so  on,  you  announce,  solemnly :  "Once  upon  a  time  there 
was  a  King."  Of  course,  if  you  or  the  darling's  parent's  incline  strongly  towards 
democracy  or  socialism,  it  may  be  a  president  or  even  a  plain  citizen  instead,  but 
remember,  at  this  early  age,  children  are  ardent  monarchists,  and  vastly  prefer 
kings  of  the  most  despotic  type  possible.  Besides,  it  is  always  as  well  to  have  the 
princess  and  the  divisible  kingdom  in  case  of  complications.  Very  well.  "There 
was  a  king  and  he  had  a  beautiful  daughter,  and  he  lived  in  a  palace  in  the 
country,  and  next  door  was  a  farm  belonging  to  a  farmer  who  had  a  nice  son." 
We  are  fairly  started  now.    The  rest  is  simple. 

Being  a  king  at  once  suggests  possessions,  as  does  being  a  farmer,  so  we  now 
proceed  to  enumerate  these  after  the  following  unique  manner:  "This  king  had 
three  crowns,  nine  prime  ministers,  twenty-seven  privy  councillors,  eighty-one 
executive  councillors,  two  hundred  and  forty-three  legislative  members."  and  so 
on,  giving  excellent  practice  in  geometric  progression  and  economics.  Again,  one 
can  say,  "And  the  farmer  had  sixty-four  salmon  in  a  pond,  and  thirty-two  frogs 
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in  a  swamp,  and  sixteen  turtles  for  the  king's  soup,  and  eight  fine  hens  for  eggs, 
and  four  cows,"  thus  gaining  further  mathematical  proficiency  and  impressing 
upon  the  mind  the  classification  of  vertebrates.  Working  on  these  lines,  several 
other  facts  may  be  built  up  with  mutual  satisfaction,  for  children  love  lists  of 
things. 

By  this  time  the  bath  is  announced  ready  for  the  darling,  so,  mindful  of  the 
principles  of  rhetoric,  you  conclude  gracefully,  "And  the  princess  married  the 
nice  farmer's  son  and  they  all  lived  happily  ever  after."    And  that  is  that. 

As  a  general  rule,  after  three  repetitions  of  these  thrilling  episodes,  you,  as  a 
story-teller,  can  drop  out  entirely,  merely  sitting  in  the  big  chair  and  saying 
occasionally,  "And  what  did  the  king  have?  or,  the  princess  have?  or,  the  farmer 
have?"  while,  with  minute  accuracy  and  attention  to  detail,  the  darling  happily 
recites  the  rest.  You  may  even  finish  the  reading  of  The  Doll's  House  for  next 
Thursday  during  the  process.  B.  FELTON. 


A  Bed-Time  Story 

Radio  O  C  B 

NOW,  my  little  college  friends,  close  your  eyes  while  Uncle  Ovid  tells  you 
a  bed-time  story  about  two  little  freshettes  who  lived  in  Victoria  many 
years  ago.  Once  upon  a  time  there  were  two  good  little  girls  named 
Buttercup  and  Daisy.  They  both  had  long,  golden  curls  and  blue  eyes,  and  every 
day  they  went,  just  as  you  do,  dear  children,  with  other  little  girls  and  boys  to 
Victoria  College.  How  joyously  they  laughed  as  they  raced  lightly  up  the  fire- 
escape  to  be  in  time  for  prayers !  How  conscientiously  they  studied !  How  they 
loved  their  lessons ! 

But,  sad  to  relate,  one  day  as  the  two  children  stood  by  the  library  door,  a 
very  naughty  boy  came  along. 

"O,  Daisy!   O,  Buttercup!"  he  said,  "let's  skip  during  English  tomorrow!" 
"What  fun,"  cried  Daisy,  dancing  with  delight,  "I  will  bring  the  new  rope 
that  Santa  Clans  gave  me."    But  alas,  her  last  words  were  drowned  in  the  great 
rumbling  and  roaring  that  marked  the  advent  of  C  class  into  Maths. 

At  eleven  o'clock  next  day  little  Buttercup  and  little  Daisy  brought  their 
pretty,  new  rope  into  English  class,  and  commenced  to  skip  gaily  up  and  down. 
What  fun  they  had !  Now  you  must  not  think  that  these  were  selfish  little  girls. 
O  dear  no !  They  took  the  ends  of  the  rope  and  turned  it  for  their  playmates  to 
skip,  too. 

But  O  dear,  O  deary  me!  How  shall  I  tell  you?  When  the  teacher  came 
into  the  class  room  she  was  very  angry,  very  angry  indeed,  and  she  said  to  the 
two  little  girls,  "For  punishment  you  must  stand  where  you  are  for  ever." 

Poor  Daisy !  poor  Buttercup !  As  the  years  rolled  by  they  leaned  wearily 
against  the  wall  and  sank  farther  and  farther  into  the  plaster  until  only  their 
heads  remained  visible.    And  there  they  are  still,  and  can  be  seen  today. 

Now,  if  the  college  cat  doesn't  turn  into  a  skeleton  for  the  Biology  Lab.,  by 
eating  ham  sandwiches,  I'll  tell  you  tomorrow  night  about  "Twenty  froggies  in 
a  Bucket." 
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"Our  Path" 

I  saw  a  rainbow  arched  on  high, 
Then  from  the  gloom  a  gull  did  fly 

E'en  through  the  glow, 

And  all  the  light 

Did  gleam  and  flow 

On  that  fair  bird. 
Then  'twas  gone, 

Lost  in  the  darkness  of  approaching  storm. 

We  enter  life  through  portals  dim, 
Emerging  on  this  fair  earth's  brim. 

Then  all  the  glow 

And  all  the  light 

Of  life  we  know 

Until  we  die ; 
Then  we  part 

From  Earth's  soft  colors,  melting  in  the  dark. 

R.  J.  S.. 


46  To  Venus" 

Bright  sister  of  our  earthly,  wand'ring  sphere, 

Against  the  pale-blue  sky  thou  hangest  now  ; 
Thy  golden  beams  thou  shed'st  so  bright  and  clear 

Thou  put'st  pale  Cynthia's  lamp  to  shame,  I  trow. 
Old  fiery  Sol  his  rival  noontide  ray 

Has  now  this  upper  world  departed  quite, 
But  even  yet  thou  fli'st,  and  will  not  stay 

The  deep,  dark  shadow  of  enhancing  night. 
Thee,  like  a  beacon,  see  we  o'er  the  hills, 

And  dipping  down  into  the  graying  sea ; 
The  birds  are  sleeping,  and  the  night  air  chills 

The  dark'ning  tree-tops  swaying  over  thee. 
Oh  that  thou  might  a  while  with  us  remain 

To  show  the  glory  midnight  skies  do  feign ! 

R.  M.  P. 


Death  in  anything  like  luxury  is  one  of  the  most  expensive  things  a  man 
can  indulge  himself  in.  It  costs  a  lot  of  money  to  die  comfortably,  unless  one 
goes  o'ff  pretty  quickly. — Butler. 

*    *    *  * 

"A  set  o'  dull,  conceited  hashes 
Confuse  their  brains  in  college  classes! 
They  gang  in  stirks,  and  come  oot  asses." 

— Robert  Burns. 
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The  Biology  Course 


HE  students  of  Victoria  College  have  reason  to  congratulate  themselves 


upon  a  valuable  addition  to  their  curriculum  in  the  institution  of  the 


Biology  I  course,  and,  with  it,  the  laboratory  and  equipment.  The  oppor- 
tunities of  Victoria  students  have  been  widened  by  the  introduction  of  this  unit, 
and  it  has  given  those  students  who  are  not  mathematically  inclined,  the  option 
of  studying  an  exact  science. 

The  course,  although  elementary,  should  prove  of  use  to  everyone  and  all 
will  find  it  worth  while  studying.  Individually  the  most  valuable  information 
which  one  can  possess  is  that  of  protecting  and  preserving  one's  health.  And 
how  can  this  be  better  acquired  than  by  the  study  of  our  anatomical  processes 
and  a  knowledge  of  how  and  why  our  vital  organs  function?  Biology  embraces 
this  study  and  supplies  this  information.  It  is  as  necessary  to  the  future 
amelioration  of  our  race  physically  and  mentally  as  a  knowledge  of  mathematics 
is  to  the  progress  and  improvement  of  the  exact  sciences.  Again,  how  are  the 
various  social  hygienic  problems  to  be  solved  unless  we  as  a  people  have  some 
knowledge  of  biological  principles?  Questions  of  eugenics  and  genetics — theories 
of  evolution  and  the  future  of  man — these  are  problems  which  are  yet  to  be 
satisfactorily  solved — problems  which  affect  all  and  in  which  everyone  is 
interested.  With  the  establishment  of  a  Biology  course,  we,  the  students  of 
Victoria  College,  have  an  opportunity  of  making  ourselves  competent  to  judge 
of  these  matters. 

Apart  from  the  Biology  lectures,  as  such,  there  is  also  the  fact  that  a 
scientific  subject  has  been  added  to  our  choice  of  course.  The  value  of  education 
lies  not  only  in  the  acquirement  of  knowledge  but  also  in  the  training  of  the 
mind.  To  judge  dispassionately  and  without  prejudice,  to  develop  a  deductive 
reasoning  type  of  mind  is  the  greatest  monument  to  any  college  course,  and  such 
should  be  the  aim  of  every  student.  Biology,  as  a  science,  imparts  this  habit  of 
mind  and  trains  the  student  in  modes  of  scientific  thought,  of  which  the  world 
today  is  in  great  need.  In  government,  in  international  relations,  in  economic 
and  social  problems,  scientific  methods  of  thought  are  being  recognized  more  and 
more  valuable  as  time  goes  on.  If  we  can,  by  higher  education,  produce  unbiased 
thinkers  and  help  to  solve  present-day  problems,  then  the  labor  and  expense  is 
not  in  vain. 

Therefore  we  have  reason  to  be  gratified  at  the  installation  of  a  Biology 
department,  both  for  the  technical  knowledge  and  experience  available  and  for 
the  increased  opportunities  that  it  offers  for  a  liberal  education.  R.  M.  P. 


This  is  a  time  of  gladness, 

The  clouds  race  gladly  by 

And  the  trees  are  glad,  and  the  wind  is  glad, 

And  the  sea,  and  the  sun,  and  the  sky. 

The  birds,  too,  feel  the  gladness 
And  make  responsive  cry, 

And  the  morning's  glad,  and  the  whole  world's  glad, 
And  oh,  how  glad  am  I ! 


4  4 


Gladness 


G.  L. 
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A  Fearsome  Deed 

It  was  midnite!  Silent  and  deathly  still  in  the  big  house.  Then  a  creak  of 
a  door,  the  patter  of  bare  feet  and  into  the  bathroom  crept  a  shivering  maid  in 
pink  pajamas.  She  grasped  a  small,  white  object  reposing  in  the  medicine  chest 
and  retreated,  with  palpitating  heart.  Down  the  long,  dark  hall,  through  the  dead 
stillness  of  the  nite,  she  stole,  till  she  reached  the  cellar  stairs.  Fearful  lest  she 
be  discovered,  yet  determined,  she  descended  into  the  black  void  of  the  cold  cellar. 
Here,  her  heart  smote  her.  Could  she  go  on  ?  Ah  yes,  she  must !  The  deed 
must  be  done. 

Gathering  her  courage,  she  stole  through  the  inky  blackness,  still  grasping, 
with  determined  clutch,  the  small,  white  object.  As  the  familiar  clothes  wringer 
by  the  window  loomed  up,  courage  was  hers  once  more.  She  turned  the  wringer 
upon  her  emaciated  tube  of  tooth  paste  and,  with  a  sigh  of  satisfaction,  collected 
the  soft  whiteness  which  oozed  forth. 


"Kollege  Kids"  Attend"  The  Freshman "  en  Masse 

Another  chapter  in  "Good  Times  at  College"  was  completed  on  the  wight 
that  about  seventy-five  members  of  this  institution  attended  Harold  Lloyd's 
laughing  success,  "The  Freshman".  The  enthusiastic  group  assembled  outside 
the  Public  Library  and,  under  the  leadership  of  four  freshmen,  who  pleaded  in 
vain  with  the  howling  and  hooting  mob,  they  serpentined  their  way  into  the 
Dominion  Theatre.  Once  inside,  the  playful  children  gave  vent  to  their  long- 
suppressed  emotions  and  the  picture  proceeded  amid  personal  comments  on  ethics 
and  evolution.  Singing  and  yelling  were  resorted  to  as  a  means  of  advertising. 
Pandemonium  reigned  supreme  when  "The  Freshman"  made  his  solo  run,  and 
with  a  final  yell  of  defiance  the  students  left  the  theatre.  But  their  voracity  for 
thrills  was  not  yet  satiated,  so  they  snake-walked  their  way  through  the  town 
streets  and  (to  the  evident  delight  of  the  managements)  they  honored  with  their 
presence  the  Empress  Hotel  and  the  Crystal  Gardens.  Through  some  miracle  it 
is  reported,  the  roof  of  the  latter  fragile  edifice  is  still  intact.  After  further 
revelry,  the  joy-filled  somnambulists  wended  their  way  to  their  respective 
domiciles  and  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 

Moral:  It  pays  to  advertise. 

"BYSTANDER" 


Sorrowful  Sophs  Simply  Spoof  Heated 

Many  sorrowful  sophs  will  recall  with  humiliation  the  scene  that  occurred 
near  the  beginning  of  the  year  when  a  horde  of  bloodthirsty  freshnien  created 
what  we  might  call  an  apple  turnover.  That  is  to  say.  they  simply  upset  the 
apple-cart  of  the  second  year  body.  No  doubt  it  was  a  bitter  pill  for  the  pride  of 
the  soph  organization,  but  it  put  them  where  they  never  ought  to  be  and  evident U 
it  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  making  their  organization!  as  powerful  as  it  is 
at  present  "FROSH" 
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First 

Elizabeth  Mill  Allan 
Robert  Northey  Anderson 
Herbert  Seymour  C.  Archbold 
Alexander  Baran 
Frances  Ellen  Bell 
Isabella  Broomfield  Beveridge 
Eric  William  Blagburn 
Ethel  Hannah  Brown 
Stanley  Gordon  Bruce 
Gordon  Cameron 
Marjorie  Jean  Campbell 
Winnifred  Jean  Campbell 
Davis  Monford  Carey 
Eileen  Margaret  Carruthers 
Victor  Lennie  Chapman 
Cecil  Chatheld 
Rhoda  Eveline  Chattell 
Thomas  Ludlow  Christie 
Dorothy  Melissa  Cruickshank 
Leslie  Colin  Curtis 
Donovan  Dale 
Kittie  Muriel  Daniels 
Norman  John  H.  D'Arcy 
Phyllis  Mabel  Deaville 
Christina  Barkley  Dobbin 
Martha  Pearl  Edwards 
Bernice  Edwardson 
Evelyn  Rose  Eller 
Joseph  Emery 
Jean  Faickney 
Barbara  Felton 
Helen  Coulter  J.  Ferguson 
Richard  Howell  Fleming 
Stanley  Flitcroft 
William  Augustus  S.  Fraser 
Phoebe  Fuller 
Grace  A.  Galliford 
Cecilia  Millicent  Garesche 
Anna  Doris  B.  Gibson 
Helen  Jean  M.  Gibson 
Marjorie  Violette  Giles 
Margaret  Theresa  Gourlay 
Violet  Ethel  Guy 
John  Kenneth  Halley 
William  Kergin  F.  Hardy 
Marion  Elizabeth  Hargreaves 
Mabel  Gwendoline  Harris 
Margaret  Alice  Harris 
Josephine  Frances  L.  Hart 
Kathleen  Isabel  E.  Harte 
Edith  Mary  Hawkins 
Lillian  Haldis  Helgesen 
Ruth  Edwina  Hembrofif 
Wilma  Henderson 
Henry  Louis  Hesslein 
Katherine  Gertrude  Hill 
Kathleen  Ragnhilda  Holman 
Thomas  Percy  Home 
Harry  Irving  Howard 
Lionel  Alfred  Huxtable 
Ivan  Hartland  R.  Jeffery 
Harold  Percival  Johns 
John  Kingsberry 


Year  Students 

Gwendolyn  Lang 
William  Sayer  B.  Latta 
Gertrude  Marguerite  Lemm 
Charles  Edward  Lendrum 
David  Harold  LePage 
Jean  Lindsay 
Thomas  Mathew  Little 
Lorna  Philippa  Luxton 
John  Leslie  Lyons 
Charles  Stuart  MacKay 
Elizabeth  Frances  Macmillan 
Ian  Calvin  M>acQueen 
Kenneth  McAllister 
Douglas  James  McConnan 
John  Alexander  McDonald 
George  McWilliam 
Howard  Mallek 
Hilda  Adelaide  J.  Marshall 
Kathleen  Gertrude  Martin 
Janet  Hunter  Mearns 
Edward  James  Merrett 
Annie  Susie  J.  More 
Clifford  Jennings  Morrison 
Kathleen  Violet  Munday 
Edward  Lindsay  Musgrave 
Doris  Muriel  Newcomb 
George  Richard  W.  Nixon 
Louise  Frances  Ormond 
Howard  Milward  Parker 
Anna  Agnes  Parsell 
Edna  Pearmain 
Ernest  Edward  Peden 
Verna  Jessie  Pettigrew 
Sydney  George  Pettit 
Catherine  Isabelle  Pike 
Marian  Glen  Publow 
Lorna  Evaline  Ramsey 
Howard  Douglas  Re:d 
Flora  Louise  Richards 
Ellen  Anne  E.  Robinson 
Philip -Henry  Rose 
Marguerite  Edith  Sanderson 
Norma  Marie  Schroeder 
Ronald  Service 
Tack  Leonard  Shadbolt 
Reginald  John  Shanks 
Horace  John  Sims 
Robert  Lea  Smith 
Joan  Spurgin 
Charles  Bernard  Storch 
Randolph  Wilfred  Tervo 
Kathleen  Beatrice  Tobin 
Xorah  Margaret  Trotter 
Winifred  Melville  Urquhart 
Amy  Lilian  Vye 
Janet  May  Wallace 
Alfred  Thomas  Warder 
Elizabeth  Jean  Westman 
Ruby  Wilkin 
Donella  Mae  Willing 
Charles  Edward  Willis 
Ruth  Isabel  Wilson 
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Comparisons 

Have  you  ever  noticed  a  fat,  woolly  Maltese  terrier  when  he  is  trying  to 
look  as  brightly  alert  as  he  can?  If  you  have,  then  you  can  imagine  just  what 
little  Miss  Murphy  suggests  to  me. 

Quite  old,  and  shrunken  by  age,  she  is  as  energetic  and  brisk  as  a  young 
girl — considerably  brisker,  indeed!  Her  hair  is  white  and  very  fluffy,  and  frames 
her  round,  deeply-seamed  face  in  much  the  same  way  as  "Fido's"  shades  his. 
Little,  bright  eyes  glance  at  one  keenly,  one  pair  the  dark,  beady  eyes  of  her  dog, 
the  other  the  faded  blue  ones  of  a  diminutive  old  lady. 

See  her  starting  out  for  market.  Small,  feathered  hat,  from  under  which 
peep  little,  white  curls ;  soft  marabout  cape  about  her  shoulders ;  market  bag  on 
her  arm;  walking  quickly  with  short,  brisk  steps.  In  front,  head  up,  trots  a  little, 
white  dog,  looking  for  all  the  world  like  a  ball  of  cotton-wool,  so  short  are  his 
legs,  so  fluffy  his  coat. 

It  is  said  that  in  time  one  grows  to  resemble  those  with  whom  one  lives. 
How  literally  this  can  be  taken!  Old  maids,  take  warning!  Chose  your  feline 
companions  with  care,  preferring  a  benevolent  old  puss  rather  than  one  whose 
hunting  propensities  are  its  chief  asset.  Elderly  bachelors,  are  you  thinking  of 
buying  a  dog?  Then  be  careful!  People  are  wont  to  liken  you  to  your  dumb 
companion.  D.  H.  DOWNES. 


Dramatics  in  College 

A  Message  to  the  Parents 

Contrary  to  prevalent  opinion,  dramatics  in  College  are  of  the  utmost  value 
to  those  connected  with  the  study.  This,  of  course,  is  on  the  condition  that  the 
above-mentioned  participants  are  not  connected  with  dramatics  for  the  sake  of 
fun  alone.  It  is  well  known  that  we  do  not  acquire  good  results  without  a  cor- 
responding amount  of  sacrifice.  From  this  statement  I  will  draw  my  first  argu- 
ment in  favor  of  dramatics  in  College.  Because  the  participation  in  dramatics 
incurs  so  much  discouragement  and  depression  before  ultimate  perfection  is 
obtained,  it  necessarily  strengthens  the  character  of  the  student.  Perhaps  many 
parents  would  remind  me  that  this  sacrifice  means  a  great  loss  of  time  from 
schooling.  It  does,  but  does  it  not  make  up  for  this  in  what  it  gives  the  dramatic 
student?  After  all,  we  are  not  at  College  merely  to  learn  facts,  but  to  get 
something  that  will  be  of  use  to  us  in  our  life  struggle  ahead.  This  is  where 
dramatics  shows  to  advantage.  It  gives  the  young  actor  poise,  confidence,  and 
strength  of  character  that  will  be  of  infinite  value  to  him  during  his  life.  Another 
argument  in  its  favor  is  that  it  creates  in  the  actor  unselfishness :  for  the  success 
of  a  play  depends  not  on  the  individual,  but  on  the  co-operative  effort  of  every- 
one concerned.  My  last,  and  very  potent  argument  is  that  while  engaged  in 
dramatics,  firm  and  wholesome  friendships  are  made  which,  in  the  majority  of 
cases,  become  life-long.  A  person's  character  is  revealed  more  openly  in  re- 
hearsals than  in  any  other  way  I  know  of.  Thus  it  affords  an  unexcelled 
opportunity  for  the  choice  of  real  friends.  Summing  up  these  arguments,  I  would 
say  that  the  benefit  derived  from  participation  in  College  dramatics  in  character, 
poise,  confidence,  and  true  friendships  amply  compensates  for  the  loss  of  time 
from  College  work.  J.  Lr  S. 
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Students'  Council  Report 

1 think  it  is  with  real  regret  that  the  final  records  of  the  Victoria  College 
activities  are  made  and  handed  in  for  publishing — not  for  the  labor  required 
in  doing  this  task,  but  for  the  knowledge  of  all  the  "goodbyes"  that  are  to 
come  for  all  of  Arts  '28  and  a  small  part  of  Arts  '29. 

This  year  has  been  a  very  successful  one  for  the  College,  and  new  steps  have 
been  taken  in  several  directions.  There  was  so  much  enthusiasm  in  regard  to 
grass  hockey  among  the  girls,  that  for  the  first  time  a  team  was  organized  and 
equipped,  under  Miss  Margaret  Harris,  which  has  brought  fresh  honors  to  the 
College.  Also  an  order  for  blazers  has  been  dispatched,  and  everyone  is  looking 
forward  to  the  time  when  they  will  arrive.  It  is  very  often  little  things  like  these 
which  give  added  life  to  College  spirit,  with  which  our  own  particular  College 
does  not  at  present  particularly  abound.  The  members  of  the  Players'  Club  are 
casting  envious  glances  at  the  E.  &  N.  Railway  as  a  means  of  taking  them  and 
their  stage  properties  up  to  Duncan  when  the  exams  are  over.  This  would  be 
quite  a  step  forward  for  such  a  small  college  to  take,  and  even  if  they  do  not  get 
their  wish  this  year,  there  are  other  years  to  come. 

The  success  of  the  Varsity  Trip  in  the  Christmas  holidays,  for  which 
Professor  Elliott  was  mainly  responsible,  was  even  greater  than  last  year's,  and 
we  hope  that  the  College's  third  attempt  will  be  yet  more  auspicious.  In  tfie 
event  of  this  undertaking  being  a  failure  through  some  unforeseen  occurrence, 
there  has  been  a  substantial  sum  placed  to  one  side  from  the  proceeds  of  last 
year  and  this,  which  will  carry  things  through. 

On  the  return  visit  to  Vancouver  out  teams  did  splendidly,  winning  two  out 
of  the  four  matches  played,  and  having  a  thoroughly  enjoyable  time  under  the 
tactful  chaperonage  of  Professor  Elliott  and  Mme.  Sanderson. 

While  the  Faculty  generally  assumes  a  very  innocent  air  in  College  affairs, 
yet  it  is  always  ready  to  give  experienced  advice  whenever  the  Students'  Council 
is  in  difficulties. 

Looking  over  all  the  things  which  have  taken  place  in  the  1925-26  year,  from 
the  literary  meetings  and  little  informal  dances  held  at  College  to  the  bigger  events 
of  the  year,  there  is  nothing  that  cannot  be  recalled  with  pleasure,  and  if  the 
College  is  attended  by  as  excellent  Freshmen  next  year  as  it  has  been  this,  it  will 
indeed  be  fortunate. 

In  handing  over  the  responsibility  of  student  affairs  to  its  successor,  the 
Students'  Council  of  1925-26  extends'  to  the  Students'  Council  of  1926-27  its 
very  best  wishes  for  its  success  in  the  coming  term,  with  all  confidence  that  it  will 
greatly  better  the  record  of  its  predecessor. 

HOPE  LEEMIXG, 

Secretary-Treasurer  Alma  Mater  Society. 


The  Annual  Board,  on  behalf  of  the  students,  wish  to  congratulate  Mr.  ]. 
L.  Shadbolt  and  Miss  P.  Gourlay  upon  their  election  to  the  office  of  President 
and  Secretary,  respectively,  of  the  Alma  Mater  Society  for  the  coming  year. 


Page  Forty-one 


VICTORIA  -  COLLEGE  -  ANNUAL 


Sports 

Women's  Basketball 

THIS  year  the  Women's  Basketball  team  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  secure 
the  same  coach  as  they  had  the  previous  year,  Mr.  J.  Foubister.  The  team 
has  not  been  so  successful  as  might  have  been  expected,  however,  as 
circumstances  placed  them  in  the  "A"  league,  where  most  players  were  experi- 
enced, while  our  own  girls  were  to  a  great  extent  novices.  Twice  they  were 
defeated,  once  by  the  "C.P.R."  and  once  by  the  "Telephone"  girls.  In  the  next 
games,  however,  they  won  from  the  "Normalites"  and  defeated  the  "IT. B.C." 
visiting  intermediate  team,  but  lost  to  the  "Varsity"  senior  team  in  the  return 
match. 

The  team: — Forwards,  I  Hedley,  C.  Dobbin;  centre,  J.  Gibson  (capt.); 
guards,  A.  Tripp,  M.  Harris,  V.  Pettigrew. 

Men's  Basketball 
Men's  Basketball  has  had  a  very  successful  season.    Many  games  have  been 
played,  the  greater  number  being  real  tussles  and  some  fine  exhibitions  have  been 
witnessed. 

The  most  outstanding  games  of  the  year  were  those  played  with  Varsity 
second  quintette,  at  Christmas  and  during  the  Vancouver  trip.  At  Christmas, 
College  lost  to  Varsity  by  a  score  of  52-37.  The  return  game  in  Vancouver 
proved  a  real  ding-dong  affair,  College  retiring  victorious  by  virtue  of  a  37-22 
score.  It  would  have  been  hard  to  pick  an  outstanding  player  on  our  team.  It 
functioned  like  a  well-oiled  machine,  each  member  being  a  perfect  unit  in  its 
working. 

The  following  have  represented  College  in  games  this  year: — Tervo  (capt.), 
Jeffrey,  Little,  Fletcher,  Waddington,  Whitely,  Christie  (Tom),  Foubister,  Peden. 

Grass  Hockey 

At  the  beginning  of  the  term  grass  hockey  was  taken  up  and  soon  proved  very 
popular.  As  sweaters  were  desired  for  the  team,  a  home-cooking  sale  was  held 
at  David  Spencer,  Limited,  and  the  girls  soon  appeared  at  games  with  their  blue 
and  gold  sweaters. 

The  team  has  proved  very  efficient  and  has  been  remarkably  successful, 
winning  six  out  of  eight  games.  The  two  games  lost  were  won  by  the  Victoria 
High  School,  but  our  team  was  handicapped  by  the  loss  of  two  players  in  the 
last  game.  A  return  match  is  being  arranged,  however,  and  a  better  score  is 
hoped  for. 

The  following  is  a  list  of  games  played : — 


College  vs.  St.  George's   won  11-5 

College  vs.  U.  B.  C   won  6-0 

College  vs.  Ladies'  Club    won  3-1 

College  vs.  Oak  Bay  High   won  3-1 

College  vs.  St.  George's    won  3-1 

College  vs.  U.  B.  C   won  5-0 

College  vs.  Victoria  High    lost  4-2 

College  vs.  Victoria  High    lost  7-1 


The  team  is  as  follows : — Goal,  B.  Allen ;  full-backs,  J.  Lindsey,  M. 
Sanderson  ;  half-backs,  M.  Campbell,  K.  Martin,  J.  Spurgin  ;  forwards,  C.  Dobbin, 
B.  Garesche,  Margaret  Harris,  I.  Hedley,  Mabel  Harris  (captain)  ;  spares,  S. 
Carruthers,  K.  Harte,  N.  Schroeder. 
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Rugby 

This  year,  as  last,  the  College  team  entered  the  City  Intermediate  League. 
Games  in  this  league  have  taken  place  almost  every  Saturday  during  the  season 
and  although  the  College  has  not  emerged  victorious  from  every  encounter,  her 
reputation  for  sportsmanship  remains  untarnished.  Unfortunately  the  team  has 
been  weakened  by  injuries  to  players  early  in  the  season.  Ned  Hodson,  in 
particular,  sustained  a  very  painful  injury  which  necessitated  the  loss  of  his 
college  year.  We  take  this  opportunity  of  extending  our  sympathy  to  him  and 
conveying  the  wishes  of  the  team  and  whole  College  for  a  speedy  and  complete 
recovery. 

Our  thanks  are  due  to  the  ex-students,  Messrs.  Caviness,  Christie  and  Shaw, 
who  generously  played  for  us  when  we  were  short  of  regular  players  due  to 
injuries. 

At  Christmas  the  College  and  Varsity  second  fifteen  drew  by  a  score  of  3  all. 
On  the  return  match  the  College  were  defeated  3-0. 

The  following  have  represented  the  College : — Full-back,  Chapman ;  three- 
quarters,  Caviness,  Christie,  Little,  Musgrave;  five-eights,  Tervo ;  half-back, 
Diespecker;  forwards,  Bruce,  Dunn,  Home,  Jeffrey,.  Merritt,  Nixon,  Peden, 
Shadbolt,  Whitely ;  reserves,  Archbold,  Parker,  Willis. 


GRASS  HOCKEY  TEAM 
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The  Players'  Club 


HE  College  has  every  reason  to  be  proud  of  the  activities  of  the  Players' 


Club  this  year.    Apart  from  being  a  financial  success,  the  performance  of 


"Milestones"  was  awarded  considerable  credit,  both  by  those  who  saw  it 
and  by  the  press. 

The  following  elections  took  place  before  Christmas :  Honorary  Presidents, 
Miss  Jeanette  Cann  and  Professor  Elliott;  President,  Miss  Helen  Hayward  ; 
Secretary,  Miss  Peggy  Law;  Second  Year  Representative,  Miss  Audrey  Tooley; 
First  Year  Representative,  Kenneth  McAllister. 

The  choice  of  the  play  and  of  the  members  of  the  cast  was  made  by  a  com- 
mittee of  five,  and  rehearsals  were  begun  in  the  Christmas  holidays.  Rehearsing 
was  carried  on  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Guy  Goddard,  at  the  average  of  ten 
hours  a  week. 

Both  nights  of  the  play  there  was  a  very  appreciative  audience,  nearly  every 
seat  being  taken  on  both  occasions.  Throughout  the  production  the  standard  of 
acting  was  excellent,  and  with  such  a  well-balanced  cast  it  is  invidious  to  single 
out  any  particular  character.  Hope  Leeming  gave  a  fine  study  of  the  role  of 
Gertrude  Rhead,  playing  with  dignity  and  conviction.  Peggy  Gourlay  carried  to 
perfection  the  role  of  the  early  Victorian  wife,  subservient  to  every  wish  of  her 
husband.  Peggy  Law  was  refreshing  as  the  rebellious  young  Emily  Rhead.  Joan 
Spurgin  cleverly  delineated  the  bearing  of  old  age,  in  the  part  of  Mrs.  Rhead. 
The  humorous  part  of  Nancy  Sibley  was  splendidly  filled  by  Betty  Macmillan, 
and  Kathleen  Tobin,  as  the  modern  young  Muriel  Pym,  maintained  the  high 
standard  set  by  the  other  members  of  the  club. 

Of  the  male  parts,  that  of  John  Rhead  was  faithfully  portrayed  by  Jack 
Shadbolt,  the  transition  of  the  character  through  the  varying  ages  being  clearly 
defined.  Seymour  Archbold  gave  a  really  masterly  performance  of  the  somewhat 
foppish  and  fatuous  Ned  Pym.  Dick  Fleming  played  with  ease  and  conviction  as 
Sam  Sibley,  at  one  time  fiance  of  Gertrude  Rhead.  Ken  McAllister  was  excellent 
in  the  role  of  Arthur  Preece,  the  enthusiastic  young  inventor  with  socialistic 
tendencies,  and  minor  parts  were  very  capably  taken  by  Ivan  Jeffrey,  Davis  Carey, 
Harry  Howard  and  Gordon  Cameron. 

Mr.  Howard  Russell  was  kind  enough  to  invite  the  Cast,  Miss  Cann,  Madame 
Sanderson-Mongin  and  others  connected  with  the  play  to  supper  at  his  house 
after  the  performance  on  Saturday  night,  where  several  very  enjoyable  hours 
were  spent,  with  the  only  regret  that  Doctor  Paul  was  not  able  to  attend. 

Our  thanks  are  due  to  the  Misses  Bucklin,  Miss  Harper,  Mr.  F.  C.  Rowley, 
and  Mr.  G.  H.  Green  for  their  help  during  intermissions  at  the  performance  of 
the  play.  Their  musical  selections  served  to  add  the  final  touch  to  an  artistic 
production. 


She  was  held  in  the  arms  of  Sir  Frvham 
And  she  said,  perhaps  just  to  tryham, 
"I  simply  insist 
That  I  shall  not  be  kist, 
But  then  you  are  stronger  than  I  am." 
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The  Literary  Society 

QUALITY  in  preference  to  quantity  has  characterized  the  meetings  of  the 
Literary  Society  this  year.  Every  evening  has  been  one  of  keen 
enjoyment.  Mr.  R.  E.  A.  Diespecker,  previously  appointed  to  the  presi- 
dential chair,  called  his  first  meeting  in  October,  when  the  following  officers  were 
elected : — Honorary  Presidents,  Madame  Sanderson-Mongin,  Miss  J.  A.  Cann ; 
Honorary  Vice-President,  Dr.  E.  B.  Paul ;  Vice-President,  Miss  V.  Bncklin ; 
Secretary,  Miss  R.  Hembroff ;  Treasurer,  Mr.  T.  Little. 

Interesting  talks  were  then  given  on  "Eastern  Universities"  and  "Digressions" 
by  Miss  Cann  and  Mme.  Sanderson  respectively. 

Most  of  the  students  attended  the  second  meeting  of  the  society,  at  which 
a  verbal  encounter  between  debaters  of  the  parent  university  and  our  own  took 
place.  The  U.  B.  C.  team  upheld  the  youth  of  the  "Victorian  Age"  against  our 
exponents  of  modern  youth.  The  same  question  was  under  discussion  at  Van- 
couver, a  team  being  sent  from  each  Lmiversity  to  the  other.  Our  debaters  were 
defeated  in  both  debates,  doubtless  due  to  the  obviously  greater  experience  of 
the  Vancouver  men.  The  teams  were: — LT.  B.  C,  Messrs.  Taylor  and  Weeks  at 
Victoria;  Messrs.  Murphy  and  McLean  at  Vancouver.  Victoria  College,  Messrs. 
Le  Page  and  Vivenot  at  Victoria ;  Messrs.  Whitely  and  Yerburgh  at  Vancouver. 

The  last  meeting  took  the  form  of  two  humorous  readings  by  members  of 
the  Players'  Club.  Miss  H.  Leeming  and  Messrs.  Archbold  and  Shadbolt  took 
their  parts  admirably  in  "The  Good  Woman",  which  received  a  thunderous 
ovation.  "The  Pot  Boiler"  drew  forth  laugh  after  laugh,  and  great  credit  is  due 
to  all  who  participated  in  the  reading  with  such  laudable  zest.  The  following  took 
part : — Misses  Garesche  and  Gourlay,  and  Messrs.  Rounding,  Whitely,  Yerburgh, 
D'Arcy,  Service  and  Sivertz. 


' '  Thistle-Down  9 ' 

Floating  so  airily,  daintily, 
Down  from  a  sky  of  blue, 
She  rode  on  the  breeze  thro'  my  window. 

Just  as  the  fairies  do ; 
Her  wings  were  woven  of  softest  silk, 
Shining  like  gold,  but  as  white  as  milk, 

And  glistened  with  early  dew. 

She  danced,  oh  so  gracefully,  daintily, 

In  her  lovely  gauzy  gown, 

That  I  put  out  my  hand  to  catch  her, 

Wee  sprite  from  the  fairy  town  ; 
But  she  disappeared  like  a  flash  of  light, 
And  in  the  hand  that  I  clasped  so  tight 

Lay — a  piece  of  thistle-down  ! 

K.  TOBIN. 


Blessed  is  he  who  has  found  his  work ;  let  him  ask  not  other  blessedness. 
He  has  a  work,  a  life  purpose ;  he  has  found  it,  and  will  follow  it ! — Carlyle. 
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Visitors  to  the  College 

The  College  is  usually  visited  during  the  term  by  noted  men  passing  through 
Victoria,  and  this  year  we  have  been  fortunate  in  having  a  number  of  famous 
speakers  address  us. 

On  October  19,  Sir  Arthur  Currie,  of  McGill  University,  spoke  a  few  words 
which  were  greatly  appreciated  by  the  student  body.  At  the  conclusion  of  his 
address,  scholarship  presentations  were  made  to  the  successful  students  of 
1924-25.  His  Honor  Lieut. -Governor  Nichol  attended  the  exercises  and  presented 
his  French  scholarship  to  Miss  J.  Skelton  and  also  generously  offered  special 
awards  to  Miss  V.  Bucklin  and  Mr.  E.  Vivenot.  A  new  scholarship  (the  Agnes 
Deans  Cameron,  valued  at  $100)  was  presented  to  Miss  H.  Leeming  by  Mrs. 
Longstaff,  for  proficiency  in  English,  while  Major  Longstaff  offered  an  annual 
prize  for  first  year  history  students.  Miss  I.  Hedley  was  awarded  the  David 
Spencer  scholarship  for  Mathematics.  Dr.  Paul's  prize  for  poetic  translation 
went  to  Miss  Patricia  Robinson.  Miss  E.  H.  Brown  was  the  winner  of  the 
Cecilia  Green  Memorial  scholarship ;  Miss  H.  Leeming  received  Miss  Cann's 
award  for  the  best  original  poem,  and  also  that  of  the  University  Women's  Club. 
Mr.  G.  Waddington  was  awarded  the  Kiwanis  Club  Bursary. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Saunders  visited  us  early  in  the  fall  term.  Mr.  Saunders,  for 
all  his  modest  appearance  and  unassuming  manner,  is  a  famous  man,  the 
inventor  of  Marquis  wheat.  His  talk  was,  perhaps,  more  entertaining  than 
instructive,  and  we  heard,  with  great  interest,  of  some  quaint  customs  observed 
by  Parisians  and  also  of  some  humorous  experiences  undergone  by  foreigners 
in  that  city.  Mrs.  Saunders'  recitations  in  French  were  accorded  an  enthusiastic 
reception. 

On  October  5,  Mr.  A.  A.  Sommerville,  M.P.,  of  Windsor,  visited  the  College 
and  gave  an  inspiring  address  to  the  students.  His  talk  on  Canadian  Citizenship 
was  much  appreciated  by  all  who  heard  him. 

More  recently  the  Men's  Canadian  Club  visited  us  and  Mr.  B.  C.  Nicholas 
spoke  to  us  on  Canada's  progress,  making  some  interesting  comparisons  with  our 
neighbor  to  the  south  of  us.  On  this  occasion  Miss  H.  Guy  was  presented  with 
the  bursary  she  was  successful  in  winning  for  excellence  in  Canadian  History. 

On  March  18,  the  College  had  the  pleasure  of  listening  to  Dr.  Mansfield,  a 
foremost  authority  on  adult  education.  He  spoke  to  us  on  mind  training  and 
applying  education  to  material  things  for  the  benefit  of  mankind. 

We  cannot  but  count  "Mr.  Orthophonic  Gramophone"  among  our  esteemed 
visitors  and  we  thank  Mr.  Dean  and  Fletcher  Bros,  from  the  depths  of  our  hearts 
for  allowing  us  that  unique  and  memorable  hour.  Although  the  visit  was 
primarily  to  discover  the  extent  of  our  musical  knowledge,  yet  we  did  not  con- 
sider it  a  trial  and  heard  with  great  pleasure  the  demonstration  of  this  new 
instrument. 


An  ant  is  a  wise  creature  for  itself,  but  it  is  a  shrewd  thing  in  an  orchard  or 
a  garden;  and  certainly  men  that  are  great  lovers  of  themselves  waste  the  public. 

— Bacon. 

*    *    *  * 

The  late  war,  in  actual  material  destruction  of  wealth,  cost  about  2?r(  of  the 
pre-war  national  wealth  of  the  Central  European  Power-. 
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Social  Activities 


HE  first  social  activity  of  the  1925-26  College  term  was  the  initiation 


ceremony  at  which  the  Freshmen  and  Freshettes  were  enrolled  on  the 


records  of  the  Alma  Mater.  Paint  and  Hilarity  were  probably  the 
preluding  rulers  of  the  evening.  At  the  close  of  the  actual  ceremonies  a  delight- 
ful dance  was  held,  which  was  enjoyed  thoroughly  by  everyone  participating. 
From  whispers  uttered  by  the  Sophomores  in  the  corridors,  when  the  last  strains 
of  the  home  waltz  had  died  away,  one  concluded  that  the  entire  evening  was 
decidedly  a  success. 

The  initiation  affair  was  followed,  on  October  30th,  by  the  Hallowe'en 
masquerade.    Pomp  and  Humor  arrayed  themselves  in  very  delightful  costumes. 

As  an  antidote  for  the  morbid  spirits  held  by  a  great  number  during  the 
Christmas  examinations,  a  break-up  dance  was  held  during  the  holidays.  Doctor 
Remedy  announced  that  feelings  were  high  as  Christmas  cheer  had  certainly 
enveloped  the  hearts  of  those  present. 

The  second  annual  U.  B.  C.  invasion  of  Victoria  will  be  remembered  by  all 
as  the  biggest  event  of  the  year.  Great  tribute  is  due  the  committee  that  was  in 
charge,  especially  to  Professor  P.  Elliott,  whose  untiring  efforts  made  the  event 
a  credit  to  Victoria  College. 

After  a  long  programme,  covering  Friday  and  Saturday  of  January  1  and  2, 
concluding  with  a  Ball  at  the  Empress,  the  Vancouver  visitors  returned  home 
with  the  thought  that  Victoria's  sunshine  and  beauty,  mingled  with  the  various 
social  functions,  had  imprinted  pleasant  memories. 

U.  B.  C.  returned  the  compliment  by  inviting  a  Victoria  College  invasion  of 
Vancouver.  The  invitation  being  accepted,  it  is  needless  to  say  that  the  students 
enjoved  the  event,  which  is  described  on  other  pages  of  this  Annual.  Madame 
Sanderson-Mongin  and  Professor  P.  Elliott  having  accompanied  the  invaders,  one 
can  be  assured  that  no  solemn  countenances  were  to  be  found. 

Victoria  College  was  thrown  open  on  Friday  evening,  January  19,  the 
occasion  of  the  annual  reception  for  parents  of  the  student  body,  held  by  the 
Faculty  and  the  Students.  The  auditorium  and  reception  rooms  were  lovely 
with  masses  of  potted  plants,  palms  and  flowers  kindly  loaned  for  the  evening 
by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  W.  Spencer  and  the  Posy  Shop.  The  decorations  were  in 
charee  of  Madame  Sanderson-Mongin  and  Professor  E.  H.  Russell,  assisted  by 
a  very  able  committee.  During  the  evening  several  musical  selections  were  given 
and  after  refreshments  had  been  served,  the  students  and  their  friends  enjoyed 
an  informal  dance. 

The  last  social  event  of  the  year  was  the  Annual  Ball,  which  was  held  at  the 
Alexandra  House  on  the  evening  of  Friday,  February  26.  limit's  orchestra 
thrilled  the  dancers  with  its  latest  melodious  syncopations.  While  the  refresh- 
ments, which  were  well  catered  for,  were  being  partaken  of  in  the  Alexandra 
dining  room,  Parfitt's  college  orchestra  played  several  extras  that  were  enjoyed 
by  those  who  were  waiting  for  or  who  had  vacated  seats  at  the  supper  table. 
Much  credit  is  due  Madame  Sanderson-Mongin  and  her  committee  for  their 
splendid  decorative  effects.    On  the  whole  the  entire  affair  was  approved  by  all. 

Our  sentiments  are  that,  so  far  as  the  social  activities  of  the  past  College 
term  are  concerned,  the  year  has  been  a  successful  one  and  that  in  the  future  our 
minds  will  meander  into  the  realms  of  the  remembrances  of  those  social  functions 
and  cause  us  to  repeat  "Yea,  true  comradeship  existed  there." 
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"A  -  LITTLE  *  NONSENSE HOW-ANMPHEIf  " 

Prof — What  are  two  of  the  three  genders? 

Stude — Masculine  and  Feminine.  The  Masculine  are  divided  into  temperate 
and  intemperate  and  the  feminine  into  frigid  and  torrid. 

— Washington  "Columns" 

*  *    *  * 
Yerburgh — "Are  you  a  partisan?" 

Whitely — "Naw  !  I  comb  my  hair  straight  back." 

*  *    *  * 

Brown,  the  other  day,  while  looking  at  the  skeleton  of  a  donkey,  was  heard 

to  remark:  "Ah!  we  are  fearfully  and  wonderfully  made." 

*  *    *  * 

One  thing  to  the  credit  of  the  Scotch  is  that  they  are  strictly  honest.  A 
Scotch  landlady,  for  example,  displayed  the  following  notice  in  her  window : 
"Lodgers  Taken  In." 

't1  4"  *H 

Miss  Tripp — "Why  can't  a  man  have  more  than  one  wife?" 
L.  Rounding- — "The  law  was  made  to  protect  those  who  are  unable  to  protect 
themselves." 

*  *    *  * 

Speaking  about  women's  dress,  we  do  not  think  the  young  ladies  of  today 

are  greatly  wrapped  up  in  the  subject  yet. 

*  *    *  * 

During  the  election  of  the  "Annual  Board",  Service  was  heard  to  ask, 
innocently,  "how  often  they  published  the  Annual. 

*  *    *  * 

First  Sophomore — "Why  is  your  neck  like  a  typewriter?" 
Second  Ditto — "Dunno!  Why?" 

First  Sophomore — "Because  they're  both  Underwood." 

*  *    *  * 

"Frosh" — "Why  does  beautiful  Miss   ,  in  the  second  year,  look  so 

intently  at  me?    Do  you  think  she  likes  me?" 

"Soph" — "No!  She  had  eye  trouble  and  the  doctor  told  her  to  watch 
anything  green." 

^        $z  ^ 

This  was  an  Irishman's  defence  in  a  poaching  case:  "Indade,  your  Worship, 
the  only  bird  I  shot  was  a  rabbit ;  and  I  knocked  that  down  with  a  stick." 
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The  Romance  of  Dyna  Moe 

I  entered  the  street  car,  asking  the  conductor  if  there  was  any  induced  charge, 
upon  which  he  gave  me  some  repelled  slugs.  I  woke  up  with  a  Leyden  Jar  full 
of  currents  in  one  hand  and  an  electric  whirl  in  my  head.  Going  out  after  this  I 
met  a  north  seeking  Pole  who  took  me  to  my  Joule.  I  met  much  resistance  from 
her  magnetic  repulsion  and  she  told  me  that  her  father  was  in  a  dry  cell  for  assault 
and  battery.  The  potential  intensity  was  overpowering  and  I  asked  her  to  dyne 
with  me,  to  which  she  replied,  "Watt?  Show  me  the  way  to  go  Ohm."  Her 
mother  would  not  allow  any  sparking.  My  foot-pounds  with  vibrating  energy  as 
I  attempted  to  induce  her  to  dyne,  but  my  field  of  force  was  deflected  by  another 
north  seeking  Pole. 

[Editor's  note  to  above. — This  beautiful  and  pathetic  missive  was  found  on 
the  person  of  a  Physics  II  student  who  was  discovered  in  the  College  Library  in 
the  last  stages  of  delirium  tremens,  brought  about  by  electrical  excitation  no 
doubt.  He  passed  away  with  the  request  that  this  confession  be  published  as  a 
warning  to  his  fellow-students,  so  we  are  complying  with  his  wish  in  the  hope 
that  it  will  be  a  terrible  lesson  to  the  thoughtless  youth  of  Physics  I  and  II.  j 


Meaning 

The  knight  was  dark  and  stormy, 
His  hair  was  full  of  staycomb  ; 

He  wandered  down  the  cobbled  streets — 
Somehow  he  couldn't  stay  home. 

The  poor,  dear  knight  had  met  a  maid 
Of  great  renown  for  beauty ; 

He'd  stood  and  talked  out  in  the  rain, 

As  it  became  his  duty. 

A  spring  model  suit  of  armour-plate 

Is  very  hard  to  bust, 
But  get  it  out  into  the  damp 

And  it'll  begin  to  rust. 
The  knight  was  therefore  on  his  way 

Unto  a  hardware  store 
Where  he  could  get  himself  a  file 

And  free  himself  once  more. 


Studies  serve  for  delight,  for  ornament,  and  for  ability.  Their  chief  use  for 
delight  is  in  privateness  and  retiring;  for  ornament  is  in  discourse;  and  for  ability 
is  in  the  judgment  and  disposition  of  business.  — Bacon. 

*    *    *  * 

If,  at  any  time,  a  philosophy  of  Laissez-faire,  Competition  and  Supply-and- 
Demand  start  up  as  the  exponent  of  human  relations,  expect  that  it  will  soon  end. 

Carlyle. 
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THE  POOL— 150  ft.  x  40  ft.  with  Winter  Garden  Promenades  on  either  side  and  Ball  Rooms  at  either  end 


Crystal  Garden 

VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

Behind  Empress  Hole  I 

Canada's  Year-Round  Playground 
and  Premier  Place  of  Amusement 

on  the  Pacific  Coast 
□ 

Sea  Water  Bathing  ::  Hot  Sea  Water  &  Turkish  Baths 
Gallery  of  Fine  Arts  and  Antiques 
Dancing  Every  Night 

Afternoon  Teas    ::  Luncheons 

□ 

Banquets,  Balls,  Suppers,  Parties,  Etc.  Catered  to 
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Notice 

Soft  Seats  for  Sophomores!    Freedom  for  Freshies! 

A  general  meeting  of  all  members  of  the  Students'  Union  has  been  ordered. 
This  meeting  will  discuss  ways  and  means  to  correct  the  following  abuses : — 

(1)  The  Lack  of  Cushioned  Seats  in  the  Lecture  Rooms.  As  it  is  con- 
sidered certain  that  we  will  induce  the  faculty  to  provide  these,  students  are 
requested  to  state  what  color  or  colors  they  would  prefer. 

(2)  The  Undue  Length  of  the  Lecture  Periods.  It  has  long  been  felt  that 
one  hour  is  much  too  long.  Several  members  have  complained  that  their  stock 
of  gossip  and  conversation  is  not  of  sufficient  quantity  to  last  one  hour.  Hence, 
they  have  sometimes  been  forced  to  listen  quietly  to  the  professors.  This  sad 
and  unusual  state  of  affairs  must  cease. 

(3)  The  Absence  of  any  Remuneration  for  Essays  Handed  in  by  Students. 
It  is  thought,  and  students  agree,  that  they  should  be  paid.  It  is  thought  by  the 
executive  that  the  following  scale  is  both  fair  and  moderate : 

(a)  For  those  few  who  hand  in  papers  which  show  originality  in  subject 
and  in  style,  the  very  moderate  fee  of  50c  a  page  should  be  paid. 

(b)  For  the  great  majority  of  us,  who  take  a  subject  which  some  great 
writer  has  before  written  on,  but  who,  though  using  that  writer's  style,  improve 
upon  it,  40c  a  page  should  be  given. 

(4)  Examinations.  These,  as  it  is  felt  that  the  faculty  would  not  consent  to 
their  total  abolition,  the  secretary  has  suggested  that  they  be  purely  voluntary. 
In  the  case  of  students  desiring  to  take  them,  the  questions  shall  be  given  them 
three  days  before  the  examination.  In  the  case  of  those  who  do  not  care  to  write 
them,  maximum  marks  shall  be  given. 

(5)  The  Incessant  Speech  of  some  Professors  during  Lecture  Hours.  This 
abuse  of  their  privileges  must  cease,  as  it  interferes  to  a  great  extent  with  the 
private  conversations  carried  on  by  the  class. 

It  is  hoped  that  all  members  will  attend,  and,  if  they  have  any  more  griev- 
ances, will  notify  the  undersigned. 

(Signed)    U.  R.  A.  SAPP,  President. 
IMA  MUTT,  Secretary. 

Notice — This  is  not  published  or  displayed  by  the  Board  of  Trustees  or 
by  the  faculty  of  Victoria  College. 

L.  F.  S. 


There  once  was  a  lucky  young  Mr 

Who  was  blest  with  a  charming  young  Sr, 

But  a  fellow  named  Sid 

Fell  in  love  with  the  kid, 
And  as  for  kid  Sr,  Sid  Kr. 
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Artistic 
Lighting  Fixtures 

-  Will  Beautify  your 
Home 

W e  Invite  your  Inspection 

Murphy  Electric 

Company     722  Yates  Street 


Mutual  Life 

of  Canada 

guarantees  you  an  easy 
time  when  you  get  old 

If  youth  but  knew 
What  age  would  crave, 

Many's  the  penny 
Youth  would  save. 

By  the  Mutual  method  of 
saving,  you  are  guaranteed 
$100  per  month  as  long  as 
you  live,  commencing  at 
the  age  of  45. 

fred.  m.  McGregor 

District  Manager 


City 

Dye  Works 

Cleaners  &  Dyers 
of 

Garments 
Portieres 

Oriental  Rugs 


844  Fort  Street  -  Victoria 
Telephone  75 


KING'S 

for — 

NIFTY 
SHOES 

at — 
POPULAR 
PRICES 

□ 

KING'S 

SHOE  STORE 

633  YATES  STREET 
VICTORIA 


Young  Men 's  Suits  are  Young  Men' s  Suits 

^/WILSON'S 

They  are  not  merely  men's  suits  in  small  sizes,  but 
are  designed,  cut  and  tailored  especially  for  young 
fellows,  in  colors  and  patterns  that  young  fellows 
like.  Watch  our  windows,  or  better  still  come  in 
and  ask  to  see  them. 

W.  &).  WILSON 

Established  1862 

Clothiers  to  Men  &  Young  Men 
1217  to  1221  Government  St.  Victoria,  B.  C. 


TERRY'S 

will  be  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  serve  you 

Two  Large  Soda  Fountains— Seats  for  400 
Lunches  and  Afternoon  Teas 

Eastman  Kodaks  and  Films.    Quick  Developing  Service 
English  Tooth  Brushes.    English  Chocolates 
English  Soaps  and  Perfumes 

TERRY'S  DRUG  STORE 

Corner  Fort  and  Douglas  Streets  ::  Victoria,  B.  C. 


What  our  store 
means  to  you— 

IN  HEALTH— A  complete  line 
of  School  Supplies,  a  Soda  Foun- 
tain, Confectionery,  Magazines, 
Photo  Supplies  £sf  Toilet  Articles 

IN  SICKNESS — A  particularly 
well  equipped  Prescription  Dis- 
pensary, with  qualified  dispensers 
on  duty  at  all  hours.  Only  the 
best  quality  drugs  and  chemicals 
dispensed. 

IN  ALL— The  BEST  of  Service 
and  Satisfaction. 

FERNWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Phone  2555 
1923  Fernwood  Rd.  Victoria,  B.  C. 


"Spirella 

Girdles,  Corselettes 

or  any  figure  training 
or  supporting  garment 
are  the  very  latest  pro- 
duct of  the  Scientific 
Medical  and  Artistic 
authorities. 

We  shall  be  glad  to  give 
expert  advice 


Room  "A"  Campbell  Building 
Hours  1  to  5 

Phone  446 5  for  resident 
corsetiere 


A.  J.  Woodward 

Sons 

621  Fort  Street  -  Victoria,  B.  C. 


Telephone  2235 


Haywards 

B.  C.  Funeral 


Co. 

Established  1867 


Reginald  Hay  vva  r  d 
Secretary 


734  Broughton  St.    Victoria,  B.  C 


See  our  New  Spring  Clothes 

for  Men  and  Young  Men 

Rich,  colorful  garments,  woven  in  Scotch  Downs, 
Romley's  Weaves,  Blainey  and  Harris  Tweeds. 
The  latest  college  models  for  young  men.    $30  up. 


1218-20  Douglas  Street  -  Telephone  2976 


Pianos  of  Supreme 
Quality— 

No  matter  how  much  or  how 
little  you  are  prepared  to  pay 
for  a  PIANO,  you  are  sure  to 
find  an  instrument  in  our  mag- 
nificent display  that  will  meet 
your  requirements  exactly. 

Steinway  -  Nordheimer  -  Gerhard  Heintxman 
Craig  -  Duo- Art  Reproducing  Pianos 

FLETCHER  BROS. 

(VICTORIA)  LTD. 
1110  DOUGLAS  STREET 


Students! 

We  Lead  in 
the  Latest 
Footwear 

M  AYNARD'S 
SHOE  STORE 

Where  Most  People  Trade 


French,  English 
American 


Perfumes 

Toiletries 


MacFarlane 
Drug  Co. 

Cor.  Douglas  &  Johnson  Streets 


C£fC 

Taxi  Service 
A  50c  call 

or  a 

large  tally-ho  load 
always 
appreciated 


185  -  Phones  -  693 


''Say  it  with  Flowers" 

Brown's 

Victoria  Nurseries 
Limited 

Leading  Florists 
and  Seedsmen 

Plant  Our  Seeds  for  Reliable 
Results 


618  View  Street   -  Victoria,  B.  C. 

Three  Doors  West  of  Broad  Street 
Phones  1269  and  219 


T.  N.  HIBBEN  U  CO. 

Booksellers  and  Stationers 

Headquarters  for  College  Books  and  School  Supplies 

of  all  kinds 

Agents  for  Waterman  1122  Government  St. 

Fountain  Pens  Victoria,  B.C. 


Every  Person 

should  have  a — 

Business 
Training 

SprottShaw 

Victoria's  Own  School 
gives  thorough 


courses 


Phone  28  for  Prospectus 


Toasting  -  Percolating 
Waffle  Making 

right  at  the  table  at  your  elbow — 
made  possible  by  Electricity — and 
we  handle  Everything  Electrical. 

Hawkins  &f  Hayward 

1121  Douglas  Street,  cor.  Vietv 
Phones  643  &  2627 


B.C.  Mining  Development 

We  Specialize  in  the  Purchase  and  Sale  of  British  Columbia  Mining  Stocks 
Reliable  Information  Supplied  to  Parties  Interested 
Mining  Properties  Bought,  Sold,  Financed  and  Reported  on 
♦  ♦ 

MASON  &  DIESPECKER 

Stock  Brokers  and  Financial  Agents  -  Secretaries  and  Representatives 
Members  of  Victoria  Stock  Exchange 
VICTORIA,  B.  C,  114-6  Pemberton  Building  VANCOUVER,  B.  C,  827  Rogers  Building 

Cable  Address— "REASON" 


RADIO 

Before  purchasing 
your  Radio,  visit 
Victoria's — 

Pioneer 
Radio  House 
□ 

Western  Canada 
Radio  Supply,  Ltd. 

642  Fort  St.  Opp.  Terry's 
Telephone  1949 


The  most 
completely 
equipped 
sporting  goods 
store  in  British 
Columbia 

Peden  Bros. 

Sporting  Goods  -  Toys 
Bicycles 

1410  Douglas  Street       Victoria,  B.  C. 


Students! 

WE  REPAIR— 

Watches,  Jewelry,  Eversharp  Pen- 
cils, Re-string  Pearls.  All  Work 
Guaranteed.   Estimates  Given  Free 

WE  SELL — 

Waterman  Fountain  Pens,  Ever- 
sharp  Pencils,  Wrist  and  Bracelet 
Watches,  Watch  Straps,  and 
Ribbon,  Pocket  and  Penknives, 
Class  Pins  and  Trophies  for  Sports 
Visitors  Always  Welcome 

No  item  too  small  for 
our    careful  attention 

Mitchell  &  Duncan 

Limited 

Jewelers,  Watchmakers,  Etc. 

Cor.  View  and  Government  Streets 
Telephone  675 


J.B. 
ACLAND 

Mining 
Broker 

Reliable  Information  Given  on 
any  British  Columbia 
Mining  Stock 

□ 


123  Pemberton  Building 
Phone  1570 


SPRING- 

the  season  that  demands 
new  clothes 

Our  selection  this  season  is  exception- 
ally attractive.     Style  and  quality  are 
excellent,  of  course. 

□  □ 

GEO.  STRAITH,  Limited 

VICTORIA,  B.  C. 


The  Canadian  Puget  Sound 
Lumber  &  Timber  Co.,  Ltd. 

is  Victoria  j  largest  and  its  most 
important  industrial  establishment 

The  Lumber  Industry  is  intimately  linked  up  with  the 
home.  We  pay  special  attention  to  the  needs  of  the 
prospective  home  builder  or  owner.  Our  service  is  the 
ultimate  in  efficiency  and  fair  dealing.  Lumber,  Lath 
and  shingles  are  our  specialty.  You  are  welcome  at  any 
time  to  call  and  inspect  our  modern  plant. 

□  □ 

Office  and  Works,  490  Discovery  Street  Telephone  7060 


Read  and  Advertise  in 

the — 

Utrtorta  iailg  ©imps 

"The  Home  Paper" 

m 

Circulation  Department  Phone  -  3345 
Advertising  Department  Phone  -  1090 

The  Best  Store  in  B.  C.  for  A 11  New  Books 

Eastman  Kodaks  and  Brownies 
Kodak  Films 

Films  Developed  and  Printed  by  our  own  Experts 
Loose  Leaf  Photo  Albums  in  many  varieties 
We  give  Free  Enlargements— 8  x  10 

Waterman  Fountain  Pens  ::  Eversharp  Pencils 
Loose  Leaf  Pocket  Note  Books 

Victoria  Book  &  Stationery 

Company,  Limited 
1002  Government  Street    ::    Telephone  63 


Artistic 
Photographs 

Special  facilities  for  the 
taking  of  groups,  such  as 
student  bodies,  athletic 
teams,  etc. 

Let  your  graduation 
portrait  be  a  Gibson. 

Wilfred  Gibson 

Art  Photographer 

Central  Building  -  Victoria,  B.  C. 

Phone  3217 
New  Hall  Block  -  Nanaimo,  B.  C. 

Phone  949 


For  Interior 
and  Exterior 
Painting  and 
Decorating 

Phone — 

E.  Shadbolt 

1328  R 

Estimates  Free 


For  You 

we  have  brought  from 
home  and  foreign  mar- 
kets, merchandise  of 
the  highest  character 
— newest  styles  for  Spring 
and  Summer  in 

Shoes,  Coats 
Suits  Dresses 

All  the  latest  styles  in 
Men's  Hats  and  Ties 

4 

David  Spencer 

Limited  -Victoria,  B.C. 


Soft  Drinks 

Whistle 

Hires  Root  Beer 
C.S.W.S.  Ginger  Ale 
Lemonade,  etc. 

In  fact  all  the  best  lines  of 
Soft  Drinks,  Cider  and 
Fountain  Syrup  are  sold 
by  the  — 

Crystal  Spring 
Water  Supply 

1244  Richardson  Street,  Victoria,  B.  C. 
Telephone  79 


Opportunities 


RASP  Opportunities  as  they  come.  It's 


the  approaching  of  the  Goal,  just  ahead, 


the  turning  of  the  Chance  into  the 
Achievement,  that  stirs  and  spurs  the  striving 
man  to  the  fought-out  fact  of  the  thing  dreamed 
about,  planned  about,  and  done. 

Take  advantage  of  the  smallest  Opportunity. 

First  see  it.  Then  grasp  it!  Remembering 
that  Opportunities  seen,  and  secured,  breed 
ideas,  mould  the  Characters  of  mighty  men,  and 
make  Success  sure. 

Master  the  trivial,  and  the  big  things  will 
loom  into  Deeds,  perfectly  plain,  exact,  under- 
takeable.  Especially  is  this  true  of  the  beginner 
of  big  things,  starting  small.  Deeds  done  deter- 
mine the  value  of  the  Opportunity  seized. 

The  large  tasks  of  the  world  lie  hidden 
underneath  the  smallest  Opportunities  sought 
for  with  calm  Patience  and  cool  Courage.  If 
past  Opportunities  appear  neglected,  passed  by, 
or  not  seen,  the  future  Opportunities  streak  to- 
ward us  from  in  front — or  maybe  latent — but 
ready.   Seek  them,  find  them.   Then  hold  them. 

Success  follows  Opportunities — things  done. 
Take  them  and  build  from  this  day  things  worth 
while  and  things  for  more  than  today. 


We  Printed  "  The  Annual 


The  Acme  Press 

753  View  St.    Phone  2001   Victoria,  B.  C. 


An  Appreciation 

and 

An  Appeal 

IN  producing  this  issue  of  the  Victoria 
College  Annual,  the  Committee  in  charge 
acknowledge  valuable  assistance  from 
many  quarters,  and  they  are  not  unmindful 
of  their  special  obligation  to  the  merchants 
and  tradesmen  of  Victoria  who  have  pur- 
chased advertising  space,  thereby  supplying 
a  considerable  part  of  the  finances  necessary 
in  making  this  publication  possible.  We 
are  sure  the  student  body  as  a  whole  also 
recognize  this  obligation,  and  will  show 
their  appreciation  in  a  tangible  way  by 
favoring  these  advertisers  with  their  per- 
sonal patronage  and  commendation  among 
their  friends. 

Those  who  advertise  consider  money 
thus  expended  in  the  nature  of  an  invest- 
ment, and  it  is  our  duty  to  see  that  they 
receive  proper  return.  By  mentioning  the 
College  Annual  when  making  purchases,  the 
connection  between  merchants  and  the 
student  body  is  strengthened,  and  the  way 
is  made  easy  to  seek  their  patronage  in 
succeeding  years. 


